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iE N E i S, 

BOOK VIIL 



ARGUMENT. 



The toar being rtffU) begun^ both the geTierah make all possiUe pre^ 
paratians. Tumus sefuiU to Diomedes. jEneas goes inoerson 
to beg succours from Evander and the Tuscans. Evanaer re* 
ceives him kindly J Jumishes him with men, and sends his son 
PaUas tvith him, Vtdcan, at the request of Venus, makes arms 
Jbr her son jEneas, and draivs on hts shield the most memdraUe 
actions of his posterity. 

When Turnus had assembled all his powers. 
His standard planted on Laurentum's towers(, 
When now the sprightly trumpet, from afar. 
Had given the signal of approaching war, 
Had roused the neighing steeds to scour the fields, 
While the fierce riders clattered on their shields. 
Trembling with rage, the Latian youth prepare 
To join the allies, and headlong rush to wan 
Fierce Ufens, and Messapus, led the crdwd. 
With bold Mezentius, who blasphemed aloud. 
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Q JEKBIS, VIII. 

These through the country took theirwastefulcourse. 
The fields to forage, and to gather force. . 
Then Venulus to Diomede they send. 
To beg his aid Ausonia to defend, 
Declare the common danger, and inform 
The Grecian leader of the growing storm : 
** jiEneas, landed on the Latian coast. 
With banished gods, and with a baffled host. 
Yet now aspired to conquest of the state, 
And claimM a title from the gods and fate ; 
What numerous nations in his quarrel came. 
And how they spread his^lfonnidable name. 
What he designed, what mischiefs might arise. 
If fortune favoured his first enterprise. 
Was left for him to weigh, whose equal fears. 
And common interest, was involved in theirs.** 
While Turnus and the allies thus urge the war, 
The Trojan, floating in a flood of care. 
Beholds the tempest which bis foes prepare. 
This way, and that, he turns his anxious miiid ; 
Thinks and rejects the cc^utiseb he de^gn*d ; 
Explores himself in vain, iti every part. 
And gives no rest to his distracted heart. 
&o^ , when the Bun by day^ or moon by night, 
Strike on the ^dlish'd brass th^ir trembling light,* 
The glittering species here and ther^ divide. 
And east their dubious beams from side to side ; 
Now bn the walls, now on the pavement play. 
And to the ceiling flash the glaring day. 

*Twas night ; and wfeary nature lull'd asleep 
The birds of air, and fishes of the deep, 
And beasts, and mortal men. The Trojan chief 
Was laid on Tyber's banks, oppressed with grief. 
And found, in silent slumber, late relief. 
Then, througH the shadows of the poplar wood. 
Arose the lather of the Koman flood ; 
* Note I. 
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An azure robe ^a^ o'er his body spread, 
A wreath of shady reeds adora'd his head : 
Thus, manifest to sight, the god appeared, 
And with these pleiasing words bis sorrow cheer'd:-~ 
** Undoubted offspring of ^hereal race, 
O long expected in this promised place i 
Who, through the foes, hast borne thy banish'dgods, 
!Restored them to their hearths, and old abodes—- 
This is thy happy home, the dime where fate 
Ordains thee to restore the Trojan state. 
Fear not ! The war shaU end in lasting peace. 
And all the rage of haughty Juno cease. 
And that this nightly vision may not seem 
The effect of fancy, or an idle dream, 
A sow beneath an oak shall ^lie filong. 
All white herself, and white her thirty young. 
When thirty rolling years have run their race, 
Thy son Ascanius, on this empty space. 
Shall build a royal town, of lasting fame. 
Which fixmi this omen shall receive the name. 
Time shall approve the truths — ^For what remains^ 
And how with sure success to crown thy pains; 
With patience next attend. A banishM band. 
Driven with Evander from the Arcadian land. 
Have planted here, and placed on high their walls ; 
Their town the founder Pallanteum calls. 
Derived from Pallas, his great grandsire'B name : 
But the fierce Latians old possession claim. 
With vrar infesting the new colony: 
Thei^ make thy friends, and on their aid rely. 
To .thy^ree passage I submit my streams. 
Wake, son of Venus, from thy pleasing dreams; 
And, when the setting stars are lost in day. 
To Juno*s power thy just devotion pay ; 
With sacrifice the wrathful queen appease : 
Her pride at length shall fall, her fury cease. 
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4 MVEIS, YIII. 

When thou return'st victorious from the war. 
Perform thy vows to me with grateful care. 
The god am I, whose yellow water flows 
Around these fields, and fattens as it goes : 
Tyber my name — ^among the rolling floods 
RenownM on earth, esteem'd among the gods. 
This is my certain, seat. In times to come. 
My waves shall wash the walls of mighty Rome.'' 
He said ; and plunged below. While yet he spoke. 
His dream iEneas and his sleep forsook. 
He rose, and, looking up, beheld the skies 
With purple blushing, and the day arise. 
Then water in his hollow palm he took 
From Tyber's flood, and thus the powers bespoke: — 
" Laurentian nymphs, by whom the streams are fed. 
And father Tyber, in thy sacred bed 
Receive jEneas, and from danger keep. 
Watever fount, whatever holy deep. 
Conceals thy watery stores — where'er they rise. 
And, bubbling from below, salute the skies — 
Thou, king of horned floods, whose plenteous urn 
Sufiices fatness to the fruitful corn. 
For this thy kind compassion of our woes, 
Shalt share my morning song, and evening vows. 
But, oh ! be present to thy people's aid. 
And firm the gracious promise thou hast made." 
Thus having said, two galleys, from his stores. 
With care he chuses, mans, and fits with oars. 
Now on the shore the fatal swine is found — 
Wondrous to tell ! — she lay along the grpund : 
Her well-fed offspring at her udders hung ; 
She white herself, and white her thirty young.. 
JEneas takes the mother and her brood, 
And all on Juno's altar are bestow'd,* 
The following night, and the succeeding day. 
Propitious Tyber smooth'd his watery way ; 
♦ Note IL 
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jfiNms, vnr. 5 

He roIPd his river back, and poised he stood, 
A gentle swelling, and a peaceful flood. 
The Trojans mount their ships; they put from shore, 
Borne on the waves, and scarcely dip an oar. 
Shouts from the land give omen to their course^ 
And the pitch'd vessels glide with easy force. 
The woods and waters wonder at the gleam 
Of shields, and painted ships that stem the stream. 
One summer's night and one whole day they pass 
Betwixt the green- wood shades, and cut the liquid 

glass. 
The fiery sun had finish^ half his race, 
Look'd back, and doubted in the middle space. 
When they from far beheld the rising towers. 
The tops of sheds, and shepherds' lowly bowers, 
Thinas they stood, which, then of homely clay. 
Now rise in marble, from the Roman sway. 
These cots (Evander'^ kingdom, mean and poor) 
The Trojan saw, and turn'd his ships to shore. 
'Twas on a solemn day: the Arcadian states. 
The king and prince, without the city gates. 
Then paid their offerings in a sacred grove 
To Hercules, the warrior son of Jove. 
Thick clouds of rolling smoke involve the skies. 
And fat of entrails on his altar fries. 

But, when they saw the shi^s that stemm'd the 

flood. 
And glitter'd through the covert of the woo^ 
They rose with fear, and left the unfinished feast. 
Till dauntless Pallas reassured the rest 
To pay the rites. Himself without delay 
A javelin seized, and singly took his way. 
Then gain'd a rising ground, and called from far : 
"Resolve me, strangers, whence, and what youare; 
Your business here j and bring you peace or war?'^ 
High on the stern iEneas took his stand, 
And held a branch of olive in his hand, 
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6 JBNEJLS, VUI. 

While thus he qpoke :-— " The PhrygiaW* arms 

you see> 
ExpelPd from Tro^, provoked in Italy 
By Latian foes, with war unjustly made—* 
At first affianced, and at last betray' d; 
This message bear :~-The Trojans and their chief 
Bring holy peace, and beg the king's relief.^' 
Struck with so great a name, and all on fire. 
The youth replies :— ** liVhatever you require, 
Your fame exacts. Upon our shores descend, 
A welcome guest, and, what you wish, a friend,'* 
He said, and downward hasting to the strand. 
Embraced the stranger prince, and join'd his hand. 
Conducted to the grove, ^neas broke 
The silence first, and thus the king bespoke : — 
*^ Best of the Greeks ! to whom, by fate's command, 
I bear these peaceful branches in my hand— » 
Undaunted I approach you, though I know 
Your birth is Grecian, and your land my foe ; 
From Atreus though your ancient lineage came. 
And both the brother kings your kindred claim ; 
Yet, my self-conscious worth, your high renown. 
Your virtue, through the neighbouring nations 

blown. 
Our fathers' mingled blood, Apollo's voice. 
Have led me hither, less by need than choice. 
Our father Dardanus, as fame has sung. 
And Greeks acknowledge, from Electra sprung : 
Electra from the loins of Atlas came — 
Atlas, whose head sustains the starry frame. 
Your sire is Mercury, whom long before 
On cold Cyllene's top fair Maia bore. 
Maia the fair, on fame if we rely. 
Was Atlas' daughter, who sustains the sky. 
Thus from one common source our streams divide } 
Ours is the Trojan, yours the Arcadian side. 
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MVRIM^ VUh 7 

Eaised by these hopes^ I sent no news before, | 

Nor fiskM your leave, nor did your faith implore } > 

But come, without « pledge, my own ambassador, j 

The same Rutulians, who with arms pursue 

The Trojan race^ are equal foes to yon. 

Our host expelled, what favther foxce can stay 

The victoi; troops frcwn universal sway ? 

Then will they stretch thdr power athwart the land, 

And either sea from side to side command. 

Receive, our oi{br'd fkiitb, ^nd give us thine ; 

Oqrs 18 a generous and experienced line : 

We want not hearts nor bodies for the war ; 

In council cautious, and in fields we dare.'' — 

He said } and, while he spoke, with piercing eyes 

Evander view'd the man with vast surprise — 

Pleased with his action, ravish'd with his face ; 

Then answer'd briefly, with a royal grace : — 

** O valiant leader of the Trojan line, 

In whom the features of thy father shine ! 

How I recall Anchises ! how I see 

His motions, mien, and all my friend, in thee I 

Long though it be, 'tis fresh within my mind. 

When Priam to his sister's court design'd 

A welcome visit, with a friendly stay, 

And through the Arcadian kingdom took his way. 

Then, past a boy, the callow down began 

To shade my chin, and call me first a man. 

I saw the shining train with vast delight. 

And Priam's goodly person pleased my sight : 

But great Anchises^ far above the rest. 

With awful wonder fired rby youthful breast 

I long'd to join, in friendship's holy bands, 

Our mutual hearts, and plight our mutual hands. 

I first accosted him : I sued, I sought, 

And, with a loving force, to Pheneus brought. 

He gave mre, when at length constrain'd to go, 

A Lycian quiver, and a Gnossian bow, 
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A vest embroidered, glorious to behold, 
And two rich bridles, with their bits of gold, 
Which my son's coursers iu obedience hold. 
The league you ask, I offer, as your right; 
And, when to-morrow's sun reveals the light, 
With swift supplies you shall be sent away. 
Now celebrate with us, this solemn day. 
Whose holy rites admit no long delay. 
Honour our annual feast; and take your seat. 
With friendly welcome, at a homely treat.'* 
Thus having said, the bowls (removed for fear) 
The youths replaced, and soon restored the cheer. 
On sods of turf he set the soldiers round : 
A maple throne, raised higher from the ground. 
Received the Trojan chief; and, o'er the bed, 
A lion's shaggy hide, for ornament, they spread. 
The loaves were served in canisters ; the wine 
In bowls ; the priest renew'd the rites divine 
Broil'd entrails are their food, and beef's conti 

nued chine. 
But, when the rage of hunger was repress'd. 
Thus spoke Evander to his royal guest : — 
" These rites, these altars, and this feast, O king, 
From no vain fears or superstition spring. 
Or blind devotion, or from blinder chance. 
Or heady zeal, or brutal ignorance : 
But, saved from danger, with a grateful sense. 
The labours of a god we recompense. 
See, from afar, yon rock that mates the sky. 
About whose feet such heaps of rubbish lie ; 
Such indigested ruin ; bleak and bare. 
How desert now it stands, exposed in air ! 
'Twas once a robber's den, enclosed around 
With living stone, ^^nd deep beneath the ground* 
The monster Cacus, more than half a beast. 
This hold, impervious to the sun, poss^ss'd. 
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JGlTElSy VIII. 9 

The pavement ever foul with hitaan gore ; 
Heads, and their mangled members, hung the door. 
Vulcan this plague begot ; and, like his sire, 
Black clouds he belch'd, and flakes of livid fire. 
Time, long expected, eased us of our load, 
And brought the needful presence of a god. 
The avenging force of Hercules, from Spa" 
Arrived in triumph, from Geryon slain : 
Thrice lived the giant, and thrice lived 
His prize, the lowing herds, Alcides drove 
Near Tyber's banks, to graze the shady grove. 
Allured with hope of plunder, and intent 
By force to rob, by fraud to circumvent. 
The brutal Cacus, as by chance they stray 'd. 
Four oxen thence, and four fair kine, convey'd. 
And, lest the printed footsteps might be seen. 
He dragg'd them backwards to his rocky den. 
The tracks averse a lying notice gave, 
And led the searcher backward from the cave. 
Meantime the herdsma^ hero shifts his place. 
To find fresh pasture and untrodden grass. 
The beasts, who miss'd their mates, fili'd all around 
With beliowings, and the rocks restored the sound. 
One heifer, who had heard her love complain, 
Roar'd from the c^ve, and made the project vain. 
Alcides found the fraud ; with rage he shook. 
And toss'd about his head his knotted oak. 
Swift as the winds, or Scythian arrow&Vflight, 
He clomb, with eager haste, the aerial hieight. 
Then first we saw the monster mend his pace; 
Fear in his eyes, and paleness in his face. 
Confessed thegod's approach. Tremblinghe springs. 
As terror had increased his feet with wings ; 
Nor stayed for stairs j but down the depth he threw 
His body, on his back the door he drew : 
(The door, a rib of living rock ; with pains 
His father hew'd it out, and bound with iron chains,) 
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He broke the heavy links, the mountain closed^ 
And bars and levers to his foe opposed* 
The wretch had hardly made his dungeon fast ; 
The fierce avenger came with bounding haste } 
Surveyed the mouth of the forbidden hold, , 
And here and there his raging eyes he rclVd. 
He gnashM his teeth ; and thrice he compassM round 
With winged speed the circuit of the ground. 
Thrice at the cavern's mouth he puUM in vain. 
And, panting, thrice desisted from his pain. 
A pointed flinty rock, all bare and black. 
Grew gibbous from behind the mountain's back ; 
Owls, ravens, all ill omens of the night. 
Here built their nests, and hither wing'd their flight. 
The leaning head hung threatening o'er the flood. 
And nodded to the left. The hero stood 
Averse, with planted feet, and, from the right, 
Tugg'd at the solid stone with all his might. 
Thus heaved, the flx'd foundations of the rock 
Gave way ; heaven echo'd at the rattling shock. 
Tumbling, it choked the flood : on either side 
The banks leap backward, and the streams divide ; 
The sky shrunk upward with unusual dread. 
And trembling Tyber dived beneath his bed. 
The court of Cacus stands reveal'd to sight ) 
The cavern glares with new-admitted light. 
So the pent vapours, with a rumbling sound, 
Heave from below, and rend the hollow ground ; 
A sounding flaw succeelds; and, from on high. 
The gods with hate behold •» the nether sky: 
The ghosts repine at violated night, 
And curse the invading sun, and sicken at the sight. 
The graceless monster, caught in open day, 
Enclosed, and in despair to fly away. 



* Early editions, beheld. 
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JIKfilS, VIII. 11 

Howls barrible from underneath, and fiUa 

His hollow palace with unmanly yells. 

The hero stands above, and from afar 

Flies him with darts, and stones, and distant war. 

He, from his nostrils and huge mouth, expires 

Black clouds of smoke, amidst his father's fires. 

Gathering, with each repeated blast, the night. 

To make uncertain aim, and erring sight. 

The wrathful god then plunges from above. 

And, where in thickest waves the sparkles drove. 

There lights ; and wades through fumes, and gropes 

his way. 
Half singed, half stifled, till he grasps his prey. 
The monster, spewing fruitless flames, he found ; 
Hesqueezedbis throat; hewrithedhisneck around; 
And in a knot his crippled members bound 
Then, from their sockets, tore his burning eyes. 
RoU'd on a heap, the breathless robber lies. 
The doors, unbarr'd, receive the rushing day, 
And thorough b'ghts disclose the ravishM prey. 
The bulls, redeemed, breathe open air agen. 
Next, by the feet, they drag him from his den. 
The wondering neighbourhood, with glad surprise. 
Beheld his shaggy breast, his giant size. 
His niouth that flames no more, and his extin- 

gmsh^deyesr* 
From that auspicious day, with rites divine. 
We worship at the hero's holy shrine. 
Potitius first ordain'd these annual vows : 
As priests, were added the Pinarian house, 
Who raised this altar in the sacred shade. 
Where honours, jBver due, for ever shall be paid. 
For these deserts, and this high virtue shown. 
Ye warlike youths, your heads with garlands crown : 
Fill high the goblets with a sparkling flood. 
And with deep draughts invoke our common god/* 
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12 iENElS, VIII. 

This said, a double wreath Evander twined. 
And poplars black and white his temples bind* 
Then brims his ample bowl. With like design 
The rest invoke the gods, with sprinkled wine. 
Meantime the sun descended from the skieii, 
And the bright evening-star began to rise. 
And now the priests, Potitius at their head. 
In skins of beasts involved, the long procession ledj 
Held high the flaming tapers in their hands. 
As custom had prescribed their holy bands j 
Then with a second course the tables load, 
And with full chargers offer to the god. 
The Salii sing, and 'cense his altars round 
With Saban smoke, their heads with poplar bounds- 
One choir of old, another of the young. 
To dance, and bear the burden of the song. 
The lay records the labours, and the praise. 
And all the immortal acts of Hercules : 
First, how the mighty babe, when swathed in bands. 
The serpents strangled with his infant hands ; 
Then, as in years and matchless force he grew. 
The CEchalian walls, and Trojan, overthrew. 
Besides, a thousand hazards they relate. 
Procured by Juno's and Eurystheus' hate. 
" Thy hands, unconquerM hero, could subdue 
The cloud-born Centaurs, and the monster crew : 
Nor thy resistless arm the bull withstood. 
Nor he, the roaring terror of the wood. 
The triple porter of the Stygian seat. 
With lolling tongue, lay fawning at thy feet. 
And, seized with fear, forgot his mangled meat. 
The infernal waters trembled at thy sight ; 
Thee, god ! no face of danger could affright ; 
Not huge Typhoeus, nor the unnumbered snake, 
Increased with hissing heads, in Lerna's lake. 
Hail, Jove's undoubted son ! an added grace 
To heaven and the great author of thy race ! 
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Receive the grateful offerings which we pay, 
And smile propitious on thy solemn day !" 
In numbers thus they sung : above the rest, 
The den and death of Cacus crown the feast. 
The woods to hollow vales convey the sound. 
The vales to hills, and hills the notes rebound. 
The rites performed, the cheerful train retire. 
Betwixt young Pallas and his aged sire. 
The Trojan pass'd, the city to survey, 
And pleasing talk beguiled the tedious way. 
The stranger cast around his curious eyes. 
New objects viewing still with new surprise; 
With greedy joy inquires of various things. 
And acts and monuments of ancient kings. 
Then thus the founder of the Roman towers >— 
" These woods were first the seat of sylvan powers, 
Of Nymphs and Fauns, and savage men, who took 
Their birth from trunks of trees and stubborn oak. 
Nor laws they knew, nor manners, nor the care 
Of labouring oxen, nor the shining share. 
Nor arts of gain, nor what they gain'd to spare^ 
Their exercise the chase j the running flood 
Supplied their thirst, the trees supplied their food. 
Then Saturn came, who fled the power of Jove, 
Robb'd of his realms, and banish'd from above. 
The men, dispersed on hills, to towns he brought, 
And laws ordain'd, and civil' customs taught. 
And Latinm called the land where safe he lay 
From his unduteous son, ^nd his usurping sway. 
With his mild empire, peace and plenty came ; 
And hence the golden times derived their name. 
A more degenerate and discolour'd age 
Succeeded this, with avarice and rage. 
The Ausonians then, and bold Sicanians, came ; 
And Saturn's empire often changed the name. 
Then kings — ^gigantic Tybris, and the rest — 
With arbitrary sway the land oppressed : 
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For Tiber's flctod was Albula before, 
Till, from the tyrant^s fhte> bis name it bore* 
I last arrived, driven from my native home 
By fortune's power, and fate's resistless doom. 
Long toss'd on seas, I sought this happy land. 
Warned by my mother tiymph, and tall'd by heaven's 

command." 
Thus, walking on, he spoke, and shew'd the gate, 
Since called Carmental by the Roman state ; 
Where stood an altar, sacred to the name 
Of old Carmenta, the prophetic dame. 
Who to her son foretold the ^ciean race. 
Sublime in fame, and Rome's imperial place $ — 
Then shews the forests, which, in afcer-times. 
Fierce Romulus, for perpetrated crimes, 
A sacred refuge made;-~with this, the shrine 
Where Pan below the rock had rites divine ; — 
Then tells of Argus' death, his murder'd guest, 
Whose grave and tomb his innocence attest* 
Thence, to the steep Tarpeian rock he leads-^ 
Now roof'd with gold, then thatch'd with homely 

reeds* 
A reverent fear (such superstition reigns 
Among the rude) even then possess'd the swains* 
Some god, they knew — what god, they could not 

tell — 
Did there amidst the sacred horror dwelK 
The Arcadians thought him Jove; and said they saw 
The mighty Thunderer with majestic awe, 
Who shook his shield, and dealt his bolts around. 
And scatter'd tempests on the teeming ground* 
Then saw two heaps of ruins, (once they stood 
Two stately towns, on either side the flood), 
SCkturnta's and Janiculum's remains ; 
And either place the founder's name retains* 
Discoursing thus together, they resort 
Where poor Evander kept hw country court. 
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They viewed tike gipund of Rome's litigtous ball ; 
(Once oxen low'd, where now the lawyers bawl). 
Then, stoofring through the narrow gateth^ypress'd. 
When thus the kin^ bespoke his Trojan guest :— 
** Mean as it is, this palace, w\d this door, 
Re(2eived Alcides, theft a eonqneror. 
Dare to be poor ; accept our homely food. 
Which feasted him, and emulate a god/' 
Then underneath a lowly roof he led | 

The weary p^rince, and laid him on a bed; > 

The stuffing leaves with hides of bears o'erspread. | 

Now night had shed her silver dews aroufid, 
And wil^ her sable wings embraced the ground. 
When love's fair goddess, anxious for her son, 
(New tamuits rising, and new wars begun), 
Couch'd with het husband in his golden bed. 
With these alluring words invokes his aid^^ 
And, that her pleasing speech his mind may move, 
Inspires each accent with the charms of love :~ 
" While cruel fate conspired with Grecian powers. 
To level with the ground the Trojan towers, 
I ask'd not aid the unhappy to restore. 
Nor did the succour of thy skill implore ; 
Nor urged the labours of my lord in vain, 
A sinking empire longer to sustain. 
Though much I owed to Priam's house, and more 
The danger of iEneas did deplore. 
Bat now, by Jove's command, and fate's decree, 
His race is doom'd to reign in Italy ; 
With humble suit I beg thy needful art, 
O still propitious power^ that rul'st my heart ! 
A mother kneels a suppliant for her son. 
By Thetis and Aurora thou wert won 
To forge impenetrable shields, and grace 
With fated arms a less illustrious race. 
Behold, what haughty nations are combined 
Against the reliques of the Phrygian kind. 
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With fire and sword my people to destroy. 
And conquer Venus twice, in conquering Troy 
She said ; and strait her arms, of snowy hue. 
About her unresolving husband threw. 
Her soft embraces soon kifuse desire ; 
His bones and marrow sudden warmth inspire 
And all the godhead feels the wonted fire. 
Not half so swift the rattling thunder flics. 
Or forky lightnings flash along the skies. 
The goddess, proud of her successful wiles, 
And conscious of her form, in secret smiles. 
Then thus the power, obnoxious to her charms. 
Panting, and half dissolving in her arms : — 
** Why seek you reasons for a cause so just. 
Or your own beauties or my love distrust ? 
Long since, had you required my helpful hand. 
The artificer and art you might command. 
To labour arms for Troy : nor Jove, nor Fate, 
Confined their empire to so short a date. 
And, if you now desire new wars to wage. 
My skill I promise, and my pains engage. 
Whatever melting metals can conspire. 
Or breathing bellows, or the forming fire. 
Is freely yours : your anxious fears remove. 
And think no task is diflScult to love.'* 
Trembling he spoke ; and, eager of her charms. 
He snatch'd the willing goddess to his arms ; 
Till, in her lap infused, he lay possessed 
Of full desire, and sunk to pleasing rest. 
Now when the night her middle race had rode,, 
And his first slumber had refreshed the god — 
The time when early housewives leave the bed ; 
When living embers on the hearth they spread. 
Supply the lamp, and call the maids to rise ; — 
With yawning mouths, and with half-open*d eyes. 
They ply the distaff by the winking light. 
And to their daily labour add the night : 
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Thus frugally tbey earn their childr^Q's breads 
And uncorTupted keep their Duptial bed-^ 
Not less concem'd, nor at ^ later hgrur, 
Rose from his downy couch the forging power. 

Sacred to Vulcan's name, an isle there lay. 
Betwixt Sicilia's coasts and Lipare, 
Raised high on ymoking rocks ; and, deep belpw, 
In hollow caves the fires of i^tna glow. 
The Cyclops here their heavy hammers deal j 
Loud strokes and hissings of tormented steel. 
Are heard around ; the boiling waters roar, 
And smoky flames through fuming tunnels soax. 
Hither the father of the fire by night, 
Through the brown air precipitates his flight. 
On their eternal anvils here he found 
The brethren beating, and the blows go round : 
A load of pointless thunder now there lies , 
Before their hands, to ripen for the skies : 
These darts, for angry Jove, they daily cast-*^ 
Consumed on mortals with prodigious waste. 
Three rays of writhen rain, of fire three more. 
Of winged southern winds and cloudy store 
As many parts, the dreadful mixture frame ; 
j^nd fears are added, and avenging flame. 
Inferior ministers, .for Mars, repair 
His broken axle-trees, and blunted war. 
And send him forth again with furbish'd arms, 
To wake the lazy war, with trumpets' loud alarms^ 
The rest refresh the scaly snakes, that fold 
The shield of Pallas, and renew their gold. 
Full on the crest the Gorgon's head they place. 
With eyes that roll in death, and with distorted face. 

" My sons T* said Vulcan, " set your tasks aside j 
Your strength and master^^skill must now be tried« 
Arms for a hero forge — arms that require 
Your force, your speed, and all your forming fire.*' 

VQhf XV. B 
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He said. They set their former work aside. 
And their new toils with eager haste divide. 
A flood of molten silver, brass, and gold. 
And deadly steel, in the large furnace roU'd ; 
Of this, their artful haiqds a shield prepare. 
Alone sufficient to sustain the war. 
Seven orbs within a spacious round they close : 
One stirs the Are, and one the bellows blows. 
The hissing steel is in the smithy drown'd ; 
The grot with beaten anvils groans around. 
By turns, their arms advance in equal time ; 
By turns, their hands descend, and hammers chime. 
They turn the glowing mass with crooked tongs ; 
The fiery work proceeds, with rustic songs. ^ 

While at the Lemnian god's command, they urge 
Their labours thus, and ply the JEolian forge. 
The cheerful morn salutes Evander's eyes. 
And songs of chirping birds invite to rise* 
He leaves his lowly bed : his buskins meet 
Above his ancles ; sandals sheath his feet : 
He sets his trusty sword upon his side. 
And o'er his shoulders throws a panther's hide. 
Two menial dogs before their master press'd. 
Thusclad, and guarded thus, he seekshiskingly guest. 
Mindful of promised aid, he mends his pace. 
But meets jiEneas in the middle space. 
Young Pallas did his father's steps attend. 
And true Achates waited on his friend. 
They Join their hands ; a secret seat they chuse ; 
The Arcadian first their former talk renews : 
" Undaunted prince ! I never can believe 
The Trojan empire lost, while you isurvive. 
Command the assistance of a faithful friend : 
But feeble are the succours I can send. 
Our narrow kingdom here the Tyber bounds ; V 
That other side the Latian state surrounds, > 

Insults our walls, and wastes our fruitful grounds. } 
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But mighty natians I prepare to join 
Their arms with yours, and aid your just design* 
You come, as by yout better genius sent. 
And fortune seems to favour your intent. 
Not far from hence there stands a hilly town. 
Of ancient building, and of high renown, 
Tom from the Tuscans by the Lydian race. 
Who gave the name of Caere to the place. 
Once Agy]lina called. It flourished long. 
In pride of wealth and warlike people strong. 
Till cursed Mezen tins, in a fatal hour. 
Assumed the crown, with arbitrary power. 
What words can paint those execrable times. 
The subjects' sufferings, and the tyT2inVs crimes ? 
That blood, those murders, O ye gods ! replace 
On his own head, and on his impious race ! 
The living and the dead, at his command. 
Were coupled, face to face, and hand to hand. 
Till, choked with stench, in loathed embraces tied. 
The lingering wretches pined away and died. 
Thus plunged in ills, and meditating more — 
The people's patience, tried, no longer bore 
The raging monster ; but with arms beset 
His house, and vengeance and destruction threat. 
They fire his palace : while the flame ascends. 
They force his guards, and execute his friends. 
He cleaves the crowd, and, favour'd by the night. 
To Turnus* friendly court directs his flight. 
By just revenge the Tuscans set on fire. 
With arms, their king to punishment require : 
Their numerous troops, now muster'd on the strand. 
My counsel shall submit to your command. 
Their navy swarms upon the coasts ; they cry 
To hoist their anchors, but the gods deny. 
An ancient augur, skill'd in future fate. 
With these foreboding words restrains their hate : — 
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<< Ye brave in armii ye Ljdian bloody the flower 
Of Tuscan joutb, and choice of all their power^ 
Whom just revenge againat Mezentius arms 
To seek your tyrant's death by lawful arms ! 
Know tbtt : no native of our land may lead 
This powerful people ; seek a foreign head/' 
Awed with these words, in camps they still abid^ 
And wait with longing looks their promised guide. 
Tarchon, the Tuscan chief, to me has sent 
Their crown, and every regal ornament : 
The people join their own with his desire ; 
And all ray conduct, as their king, require* 
But the chill blood that creeps within my veins^ 
And age, and listless limbs unfit for pains. 
And a soul conscious of its own decay. 
Have forced roe to refuse imperial sway. 
My Pallas were more fit to mount the throne. 
And should, but he's a Sabine mother's son^ 
And half a native : but, in you, combine 
A manly vigour, and a foreign line. 
Where Fate and smiling Fortune shew the way^ 
Pursue the ready path to sovereign sway* 
The staff of my declining days, my son. 
Shall make your good or ill success his own ; 
In fighting fields, from you shall learn to dare. 
And serve the hard apprenticeship of war ; 
Your matchless courage and your conduct view. 
And early shall begin to admire and copy you. 
Besides, two hundred horse he shall command*^ 
Though few, a warlike and well-chosen band« 
These in my name are listed : and my son 
As many more has added in his own." 
Scarce had he said : Achates and his guest. 
With downcast eyes, their silent grief expressed j 
Who, short of succours, and in deep despair. 
Shook at the dismal prospect of the war. 
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But his bright mother, from a breaking cloud, 
To cheer her issue, thunder'd thrice aloud ; 
Thrice forky lightning flashed along the sky. 
And Tyrrhene trumpets thrice were heard on high. 
Then, gazing up, repeated peals they hear : 
And in a heaven serene, refulgent arms appear : 
Reddening the skies, and glittering all around. 
The temperM metals clash, and yield a silver sound. 
The rest stood trembling : struck with awe divine, 
^neas only, conscious to the sign. 
Presaged the event, and joyful view'd, above. 
The accomplished promise of the queen of love. 
Then, to the Arcadian king : — " This prodigy 
(Dismiss your fear) belongs alone to me. 
Heaven calls me to the war : the expected sign 
Is given of promised aid, and arms divine. 
My goddess mother, whose indulgent care 
Foresaw the dangers of the growing war. 
This omen gave, when bright Yulcanian arms. 
Fated from force of steel by Stygian charms, 
Suspended, shone on high : she then foreshow'd 
Approaching fights, and fields to float in blood. 
Turn us shall dearly pay for faith forswora ; 
And corps, and swords, and shields, on Tyber borne^ 
Shall choke his flood : now sound the loud alarms ; 
And, Latian troops, prepare your perjured arms." 

He said, and, rising from his homely throne, 
The solemn rites of Hercules begun. 
And on his altars waked the sleeping fires ; 
Then cheerful to his household gods retires ; 
There offers chosen sheep. The Arcadian king 
And Trojan youth the same oblations bring. 
Next, of his men and ships he makes review ; 
Draws out the best, and ablest of the crew. 
Down with the fallii^ stream the refuse run, 
To raise with joyful news his drooping son. 
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Steeds are prepared to mount the Trojan band. 
Who wait their leader to the Tyrrhene land. 
A sprightly courser, fairer than the rest. 
The king himself presents his royal guest. 
A lion's hide his back and limbs infold. 
Precious with studded work, and paws of gold* 
Fame through the little city spreads aloud 
The intended march : amid the fearful crowd. 
The matrons beat their breasts, dissolve in tears. 
And double their devotion in their fears. 
The war at hand appears with more affright. 
And rises every moment to the sight. 
Then old Evander, with a close embrace, 
Strain'd his departing friend ; and tears overflow his 

face. 
** Would heaven (said he) my strength and youth 

recall, 
Such as I was beneath Prasneste's wall — 
Then when I made the foremost foes retire. 
And set whole heaps of conquered shields on fire ; 
When Herilus in single fight I slew. 
Whom with three lives Feronia did endue ; 
And thrice I sent him to the Stygian shore, 
Till the last ebbing soul returned no more — 
Such if I stood renew'd, not these alarms, 
Nor death, should rend me from my Pallas' arms ; 
Nor proud Mezentius thus, unpunished, boast 
His rapes and murders on the Tuscan coast. 
Ye gods ! and mighty Jove ! in pity bring 
Relief, and hear a father and a king ! 
If fate and you reserve these eyes, to see 
My son returned with peace and victory ; 
If the loved boy shall bless his father's sight j 
If we shall meet again with more delight ; 
Then draw my life in length j let me sustain, 
In hopes of his embrace, the worst of pain. 
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But, If your hard decrees— -which, O ! I dread — 
Have doom'd to death his undeserving head ; 
This, O ! this very moment let me die. 
While hopes and fears in equal balance lie i 
While, yet possessed of all his youthful charms, 
I strain him close within these aged arms*~ 
Before that fatal news my soul shall wound !" - 
He said, and, swooning, sunk upon the ground. 
His servants bore him ofi^ and softly laid 
His languished limbs upon his homely bed. 

The horsemen march; the gates are open'd wide; 
^neas at their head. Achates by his side. 
Next these, the Trojan leaders rode along ; 
Last, foUowfi in the rear the Arcadian throng. 
Young Pallas shone conspicuous o'er the rest ; 
Gilded his arms, embroider^ was his vest. 
So, from the seas, exerts his radiant head 
The star, by whom the lights of heaven are led ; 
Shakes from his rosy locks th^ pearly dews. 
Dispels the darkness, and the day renews. 
The trembling wives the walls and turrets crowd, 
And follow, with their eyes, the dusty cloud. 
Which winds disperse by fits, and shew from far 
The blaze of arms, and shields, and shining war. 
The troops, drawn up in beautiful array. 
O'er heathy plains pursue the ready way. 
Repeated peals of shouts are heard around ; 
The neighing coursers answer to the sound. 
And shake with horny hoofs the solid ground. 

A greenwood shade, for long religion known. 
Stands by the streams that wash the Tuscan town, 
EncompassM round with gloomy hills above, 
Which add a holy horror to the grove. ^ 
The first inhabitants, of Grecian blood. 
That sacred forest to Silvanus vow'd. 
The guardian of their flocks and fields — and pay 
Their due devotions on his annual day, 
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Not far from hence, akmg the river'd side. 
In tents secure^ the Tuscan troops abide, 
By Tarchon led. Now, from a rising gr^nnd, 
iBneas cast his wondering eyes around. 
And all the Tyrrhene army had in sight, 
Stretch'd on the spacious plain from left to right. 
Thither his warlike train the Trojan led, 
Refreshed his men, and wearied horses fed. 
Meantime the mother goddess, crowned with 
charms. 
Breaks through the clouds, and brings the fated arms. 
Within a winding vale she finds her son. 
On the cool river's banks, retired alone. 
She shews her heavenly form without disguise. 
And gives herself to his desiring eyes. 
" Behold (she said) performed, in every part. 
My promise made, and Vulcan's laboured art. 
Now seek, secure, the Latian enemy, 
And haughty Turnus to the field defy." 
She said : and, having first her son embraced, 
Th« radiant arras beneath an oak she placed. 
Proud of the gift, he roB'd his greedy sight 
Around the work, and gazed with vast delight. 
He lifts, he turns, he poises, and admires 
The crested helm, that vomits radiant fires : 
His hands the fatal sword and corslet hold, 
Ote keen with t^mper'd steel, one stiff with gold : 
Both ample, flamingiboth, and beamy bright ; 
So shines a cloud, when edged with adverse light* 
He shakes the pointed spear, and longs to try 
The plaited cuishes on bis manly thigh ; 
But most admires the shield's mysterious mould. 
And Roman triumphs rising on the gold : 
For there, emboss'd, the heavenly smith had wrought 
(Not in the rolls of future fate untaught^ 
The wars in order, and the race divine 
Of warriora issuing from the Julian line. 
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The cave of Mars was dress'd with mossy greens : 
There, by the wolf, were laid the martial twins* 
. Intrepid on her swelling dugs they hung : 
* The foster*dam loU'd out her fawning tongue : 
They suck'd secure, while, bending back her head. 
She lick'd their tender Umbs, and form'd them as 

they fed* 
Not far from thence new Rome appears, with games 
Projected for the rape of Sabine dames. 
The pit resounds with shrieks ; a war succeeds, 

^ For breach of public faith, and unexampled deeds. 
^ Here for revenge the Sabine troops contend j 
The Romans there with arms the prey defend. 
Wearied with tedious war, at length they cease ; 
And both the kings and kingdoms plight the peace. 
The friendly chie& before Jove's altar stand. 
Both arm'd, with each a charger in his hand : 
A fatted sow for sacrifice is led, 
With imprecations on the perjured head. 

a Near this, the traitor Metius, stretched between 
Four fiery steeds, is dragg'd along the green. 
By Tullus' doom : the brambles drink his blood ; 
And his torn limbs are left the vulture's food. 
There, Porsena to Rome proud Tarquin brings. 
And would by force restore the banish'd kings. 
One tyrant for his fellow-tyrant fights : 

r\ The Roman youth assert their native rights. 
Before the town the Tuscan army lies, 
Tx) win by famine, or by fraud surprise. 
Their kin^, half threatening, half disdaining, stood, 
While Cocles broke the bridge, and stemm'dtbeflood. 
The captive maids there tempt the raging tide, 
'Scaped from theirchains, with Clcelia for their guide. 

High on a rock heroic Manlius stood. 
To guard the temple, and the temple's god. 
Then Rome was poor ; and there you might behold 
The palace thatch'd with straw, now roof'd with 
gold. 
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The silver goose before the shining gate 
There flew, and, by her cackle, saved the state. 
She told theGauls' approach: theapproachingGauls, 
Obscure in night, ascend, and seize the wails. 
The gold dissembled well their yellow hair. 
And golden chains on their white necks they wear. 
Gold are their vests ; long Alpine spears they wield. 
And their left arm sustains a length of shield. 
Hard by, the leaping Salian priests advance ; 
And naked through thestreetsthe madLuperci dance 
In caps of wool : the targets dropt from heaven. 
Here modest matrons, in soft litters driven, 
To pay their vows in solemn pomp appear, 
And odorous gums in their chaste hands they bear. 
Far hence removed, the Stygian seats are seen ; 
Pains of the damned, and punish'd Catiline, 
Hung on a rock*- *the traitor ; and, around. 
The Furies hissing from the nether ground. 
Apart from these, the happy souls he draws. 
And Cato's holy ghost dispensing laws. 
Betwixt the quarters flows a golden sea ; 
But foaming surges there in silver play. 
The dancing dolphins with their tails divide 
The glittering waves, and cut the precious tide. 
Amid the main, two mighty fleets engage— 
Their brazen beaks opposed with equal rage. 
Actium surveys the well-disputed prize : 
Leucate's watery plain with foamy billows fries. 
Young Caesar, on the stern, in armour bright. 
Here leads the Romans and their gods to fight : 
His beamy temples shoot their flames afar. 
And o'er his head is hung the Julian star. 
Agrippa seconds him, with prosperous gales. 
And, with propitious gods, his foes assails. 
A naval crown, that binds his manly brows, 
The happy fortune of the fight foreshows. 
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Ranged on the line opposed, Antonius brings 
Barbarian aids, and troops of eastern kings. 
The Arabians near, and Bactrians from a/ar. 
Of tongues discordant, and a mingled w^r : 
And, rich in gaudy robes, amidst the strife. 
His ill fate follows him*— the Egyptian Wife. 
Moving they fight : with oars and forky prows. 
The froth is gather^, and the water glows. 
It seems, as if the Cyclades sigain 
Were rooted up, and jostled in the main ; 
Or floating mountains floating mountains meet ; 
Such is the fierce encounter of the fleet. 
Fire-balls are thrown, and pointed javelins fly ; 
The fields of Neptune take a purple dye. 
The queen herself, amidst the loud alarms. 
With cymbals toss'd, her fainting soldiers warms— > 
Fool as she was ! who had not yet divined 
Her cruel fate, nor saw the snakes behind. 
Her country gods, the monsters of the sky. 
Great Neptune, Pallas, and love's queen defy. 
The dog Anubis barks, but barks in vain. 
Nor longer dares oppose the etberial train. 
Mars, in the middle of the shining shield. 
Is graved, and strides along the liquid field. 
The Dirs sowse from heaven with swift descent ; 
And Discord, dyed in blood, with garments rent. 
Divides the prease : her steps Bellona treads. 
And shakes her iron rod above their heads. 
This seen, Apollo, from his Actian height. 
Pours down his arrows ; at whose winged flight 
The trembling Indians and Egyptians yield. 
And soft Sabaeans quit the watery field. 
The fatal mistress hoists her silken sails. 
And, shrinking from the fight, invokes the gales. 
Aghast she looks, and heaves her breast for breath. 
Panting, and pale with fear of future death. 
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The god had figured her, as driven along 

By winds and waves, and scudding through the 

throng. 
Just opposite, sad Nilus opens wide 
His arms and ample bosom to the tide. 
And spreads his mantle o'er the winding coast, 
In whiohhe wrapshisqueen, and hides the flying host 
The victor to the gods his thanks expressed. 
And Rome triumphant with his presence bless'd. 
Three hundred temples in the town he placed ; 
With spoils and altars every temple graced. 
Three shining nights, and three succeeding days, ^ 
The fields resound with shouts, the streets with i 

praise, l 

The domes with songs, the theatres with plays. ^ 
All altars flame : be&re each altar lies. 
Drenched in his gore, the destined sacrifice. 
Great CsBsar sits sublime upon his throne. 
Before Apollo's porch of Parian stone ; 
Accepts the presents vow'd for victory. 
And hangs the monumental crowns on high. 
Vast crowds of vanquished nations march along, 
Various in arms, in habit, and in tongue. 
Here, Mulciber assigns the proper place 
For Carians, and the ungtrt Numidian race j 
Then ranks the Thracians in the second row, 
With Scythians, expert in the dart and bow. 
And here the tamed Euphrates humbly glides. 
And there the. Rhine submits her swelling tides. 
And proud Araxes, whom no bridge could bind.' 
The Danes' unconquer*d offspring march behind ; 
And Morini, the last of human kind. 

These figures, on the shield divinely wrought, ' 
By Vulcan laboured, and by Venus brought. 
With joy and wonder fill the hero's thought. 
Unknown the names, he yet admires the grace. 
And bears aloft the fame and fortune of his race. -^ 

»3 
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NOTES 



-SENEIS, BOOK VIIL 



Note I. 

SOf token the sun by daj/, or moon by nighty 

Strike on the polisPd brcLss their tremhUng light^'^V. 2. 

This similitude is literally taken from Apollonius Rbodius ; and 
it is hard to say whether the original or the translation excels. 
But, in the shield which he describes afterwards in this iEneid, 
he as much transcends his master Homer, as the arms of Glaucus 
were richer than those of Diomedes. — Xfvtnm xp^^^^^. 

Note II. 

JEneas takes the mother and her brood. 
And aU on Juno*s altar are bestotved. — P. 4. 

The translation is infinitely short of Virgil, whose words are 
these : — 



Tibi enim, tibi maxima Juno, 



Mactaty sacraferensj et cum grege sistit ad aram — 

for I Qould not turn the word enim into English with any grace, 
though it was of such necessity in the Roman rites, that a sacri- 
fice could not be performed without it. It is of the same nature^ 
(if I may presume to name that sacred mystery), in our wprds 
of consecration at the altar. 
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BOOK IX. 



ARGUMENT. 



Tumus takes advantage ofMneca's absence^ fires some of his shipSf 
f which are transformed into sea-nymphs )j and assauUs his camp. 
The Trojans^ reduced to the last extremities^ send Nisus and 
Euryalus to recall jEneas ; inhich furnishes the poet tvith that ad' 
mirable episode of their Jriehdship, generosity y and the conclusion 
of their adventures. 

While these affairs in distant places passed. 
The various Iris Juno sends with haste. 
To find bold Turnus, who, with anxious thought. 
The secret shade of his great grandsire sought. 
Retired alone she found the daring man. 
And oped her rosy lips, and thus began :— 
** What none of all the gods could grant thy vows— 
That, Turnus, this auspicious day bestows, 
^neas, gone to seek the Arcadian prince. 
Has left the Trojan camp without defence ; 
And, short of succours there, employs his pains 
In ^parts remote to raise the Tuscan swains. 
Now snatch an hour that favours thy designs ; 
Unite thy forces, and attack their lines." 
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This said, on equal witigs she poised her weight, 
And form'd a radiant rainbow in her flight. 

The Daunian hero lifts his hands and eyes. 
And thus invokes the goddess as she flies : — 
" Iris, the grace of heaven ! what power divine 
Has sent thee down, through dusky clouds to shine? 
See, they divide : immortal day appears. 
And glittering planets dancing in their spheres ! 
With joy, these happy omens I obey. 
And follow, to the war, the god that leads the 

Thus having said, as by the brook he stood. 
He scoop*d the water from the crystal flood j 
Then with his hands the drops to heaven he throws. 
And loads the powers above with ofiered vows. 

Nowmarch theboldconfederatesthrough theplain ; 
Well horsed, well clad— a rich and shining train. 
Messapus leads the van ; and, in the rear, 
The sons of Tyrrheus in bright arms appear. 
In the main battle, with his flaming crest. 
The mighty Turnus towers above the rest. 
Silent they move, majestically slow, 
Like ebbing Nile, or Ganges in his flow. 
The Trojans view the dusty cloud from far. 
And the dark menace of the distant war. 
Caicus from the rampire saw it rise. 
Blackening the fields, and thickening through the 

skies. 
Then to his fellows thus aloud he calls : — 
" What rolling clouds, myfriends,approachthewalls? 
Arm! arm! and man the works! prepare your spears, 
And pointed darts ! the Latian host appears." 

Thus warn'd, they shut their gates ; with shouts 
ascend 
The bulwarks, and, secure, their foes attend : 
For their wise general, with foreseeing care. 
Had charged them not to tempt the doubtful war. 
Nor, though provoked, in open fields advance. 
But close within their lines attend their chance. 
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UnwiUiog, yet they keep the strict commafodj 
And sourly wait in arms the hostile band. 
The fiery Turnus flew before the rest ; 
A piebald steed of Thraciaa strain he press^ 
His helm of massy gold; and crimson was his crest. 
With twenty horse to second his designs. 
An unexpected foe, he faced the lioes^-*^ 
" Is there, (he said), in arms, who bravely dare 
His leader's honour and his dangers share ?" 
Then spurring on, his brandished dart he threw. 
In sign of war: applauding shouts ensue. 
Amazed to find a dastard race, that ruu 
Behind the rampires, and the battle shun. 
He rides around the camp, with rolling eyes, 
And stops at every post, and every passage tries. 
So roams the nightly wolf about the fold : 
Wet with descending showers, and stiff with cold. 
He howls for hunger, and he grins for pain, 
(His gnashing teeth are exercised in vain), 
And, impotent of anger, finds no way 
In his distended paws to grasp the prey. 
The mothers listen ; but the bleating lambs 
Securely swig the dug, beneath the dams. ' 

Thus ranges eager Turnus o*er the plain, 
Sharp with desire, and furious with disdain ; 
Surveys each passage with a piercing sight. 
To force his foes in equal field to fight. 
Thus while he gazes round, at length he spies, 
Where, fenced with strong redoubts, their navy lies. 
Close underneath the walls : the washing tide 
Secures from all approach this weaker side. 
He takes the wish'd occasion, fills his hand 
With ready fires, and shakes a flaming brand* 
Urged by his presence, every soul is warm*d, 
And every hand with kindled fires is arm'd, 
From the fired pines the scattering sparkles fly ; 
Fat vapours, in ix'd with flames, involve the sky* 
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What power, O Mases, could avert the flame, 
Which threatened, in the fleet, the Trojan name ? 
Tell : for the fact, through length of time obscure. 
Is hard. to faith; yet shall the fame endure. 

'Tis said, that, when the chief prepared his flight. 
And fell'd his timber from mount Ida's height. 
The Grandame goddess then approach'd her son. 
And with a mother's majesty begun : — 
** Grant me (she said) the sole request I bring* 
Since conquered heaven has own'd you for its king. 
On Ida's brows, for ages past, there stood. 
With firs and maples fiU'd, a shady wood ; 
And on the summit rose a sacred grove. 
Where I was worshipp'd with religious love. 
These woods, that holy grove, xhy long delight, 
I gave the Trojan prince, to speed his flight. 
Now, fiU'd with fear, on their behalf I come ; 
Let neither winds o'erset, nor waves entomb. 
The floating forests of the sacred pine ; 
But let it be their safety to be mine." 
Then thus replied her awful son, who rolls 
The radiant stars, and heaven andearth controuls: — 
*• How dare you, mother, endless date demand 
For vessels moulded by a mortal hand ? 
What then is fate ? Shall bold iEneas ride. 
Of safety certain, on the uncertain tide ? 
Yet, what I can, I grant : when, wafted o'er. 
The chief is landed on the Latian shore. 
Whatever ships escape the raging storms. 
At my command shall change their fading forms 
To nymphs divine, and plough the watery way. 
Like Doto and the daughters of the sea." 

To seal his sacred vow, by Styx he swore, 
The lake of liquid pitch, the dreary shore. 
And Phlegethon's innavigable flood. 
And the black regions of his brother god. 
He said ; and shook the skies with his imperial nod. 

VOL. XV. c 
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And nowat length the numbered hours were oomeb 
Prefixed by fate's irrevocable doom, 
When the great mother of the gods wasfre^ 
To save her ships, and finish Jove's decree. 
First, from the quarter of the morn, there sprung 
A light that sign'd the heavens, and shot along ; 
Then from a cloud, fring'd round with golden fires* 
Were timbrels heard, and Berecynthian choirs; 
And, last, a voice, with more than mortal sounds. 
Both hosts, in arms opposed, with equal horror 

wounds r— • 
" O Trojan race ! your needless aid forbear, 
And know, my ships are oay peculiar care. 
With greater ease the bold RutuHan may. 
With hissing brands, attempt to burn the sea. 
Than singe my sacred pines. But you, my charge. 
Loosed from your crooked anchors, launch at large. 
Exalted each a nymph : forsake the sand. 
And swim the seas, at Cybele's command." 
No sooner had the goddess ceased to speak, 
When, lo ! the obedient ships their halsers break ; 
And, strange to teii, like dolphins, in the main 
Theyplunge their prows, and dive, and spring again: 
As many beauteous maids the billows sweep, 
As rode before tall vessels on the deep. 
The foes, surprised with wonder, stood aghast ; 
Messapus curb'd his fiery courser's haste : 
Old Tyber roar'd, and, raising up his head, 
Caird back his waters to their oozy bed. 
Turnus alone, undaunted, bore the shock. 
And with these words his trembling troops be- 
spoke : — 
" Thiese monsters for the Trojans* fate are meant. 
And are by Jove for black presages sent. 
He takes the coward's last relief away ; ^ 

¥pT fly they cannot, and, constrain'd to stay, > 
Must yield unfought, a base inglorious prey. } 
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The Kquid'half of all the globe is lost ; 
Heaven shuts the seas, and we secure the coast. 
Theirs is no more than that small spot of ground, 
Which myriads of our oiartial tAen surround. 
Their feats I fear not, or vain oracles. 
'Twas given to Venus they should cross the seas. 
And land secure upon the Latian plains : 
Their promised hour is passM, and mine remains. 
•Tis in the fate of Turnus, to destroy. 
With sword and fire, the faithless race of Troy* 
Shall such affronts as these, alone, inflame 
The Grecian brothers, and the Grecian name ? 
My cause and theirs is one ; a fatal strife,. 
And •final ruin, for a ravished wife. 
Was't. not enough, that, punish'd for the crime. 
They fell — but will they fall a second time ? 
One would have thought they p^id enough before^ 
To curse the costly sex, and durst offend no more. 
Can they securely trust their feeble wall, 
A slight partition, a thin interval. 
Betwixt their fateand them; when Troy, though built 
By hands divine, yet perish'd by their guilt? 
Lend me, for once, my friends, your valiant hands^ 
To force from out their lines these dastard bands. 
Less than a thousand ships will end this war. 
Nor Vulcan needs his fated arms prepare. 
Let all the Tuscans, all the Arcadians, join ! 
Nor these, nor those, shall frustrate my design. 
Let them not fear the treasons of the night. 
The robb'd Palladium, the pretended flight: 
Our onset shall be made in open light. 
No wooden engine shall their town betray j 
Fires they shall have around, but fires by day. 
No Grecian babes before their camp appear. 
Whom Hector*sarms detained to the tenth tardyyear. 
Now, since the sun is rolling to the west. 
Give we the silent night to needful rest : 
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Refresh your bodies, and your arms prepare ; 
^The morn shall end the small remains of war/' 

The post of honour to Messapus falls, 
To keep the nightly guard, to watch the walls. 
To pitch the fires at distances around. 
And close the Trojans in their scanty ground. 
Twice seven Rutulian captains ready stand, 
And twice seven htmdred horse these chiefs com- 
mand ; 
All clad in shining arms the works invest, 
Each with a radiant helm and waving crest 
StretchM at their length, they press the grassy 

ground ; 
They laugh, they sing, (the jolly bowls go round,) 
With lights and cheerful fires renew the day. 
And pass the wakeful night in feasts and play. 
. The Trojans, from above, their foes beheld, 
And with armM legions all the raropires fiU'd. 
Seized with affright, their gates they first explore ; 
Join works to works with bridges, tower to tower : 
Thus all things needful for defence abound : 
Mnestheus and brave Serestus walk the round, 
Commissioned by their absent prince to share 
The common danger, and divide the care. 
The soldiers draw their lots, and, as they fall. 
By turns relieve each other on the walL 

Nigh where the foes their utmost guards advance, 
To watch the gate was warlike Nisus* chance. 
His father Hyrtacus of noble blood j 
His mother was a huntress of the wood. 
And sent him to the wars. Well could he bear 
His lance in fight, and dart the flying spear. 
But better skill'd unerring shafts to send. 
Beside him stood Euryalus, his friend — 
Euryalus, than whom the Trojan host 
No fairer face, or sweeter air, could boast. 
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Scarce bad the dowfi to shade his cheeks begun. 
One was thek care, and their delight was one. 
One common hazard in the war they shared. 
And now were both by choice upon the guard. 

Then Nisus thus : — " Or do the gods inspirie 
This warmth, or make we gods of our defsire ? 
A generous ardour boils within my breast. 
Eager of aotion, enemy to rest : 
This urges me to fight, aud fires my mind. 
To leave a memorable name behind. 
Thou seest the foe secure j how faintly shine 
Their scattered fires : the most, in sleep supint 
Along the gmund, an easy conquest lie : 
The wakeful few the fuming flaggon ply : 
All hush'd around. . Now hear what I revolve—f / 
A thought unripe-^-and scarcely yet resolve. 
Our absent pHnce both can^p and council mourn ; 
By message both would hasten his return ; -' 
If they confer what I demand on thee, 
(For fame is recompense enough for me^) 
Methinks, beneath yon hiH, I have espied 
A way that safely will my passage guide.*' 
Euryalus stood listening while he spoke ; 
With love of praise, and noble envy struck ; 
Then to his ardent friend exposed his mind :-r.. 
" All this, alone, and leaving me behind ! 
Am I unworthy, Nisus, to be joined? . \ \ 
Think'st thou I can my share of glory yield; 
Or send thee unassisted tp the field ? 
Not so my father taught my childhood arms — 
Born in a siege, and bred among alarms 
Nor is my youth unworthy of my friend. 
Nor of the heaven-bom hero I attend. 
The thing, called life, with ease I can disclaim, 
And think it over-sold to purchase fame.*' 

Then Nisus thus : — " Alas ! thy tender years 
Would minister new matter to my fears. 
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So may the gods, who view this friendly strife, 
Restore me to thy loved embrace with life, 
Copdemn'd to pay my vows, (as sure I trust,) 
This' thyxequest id cruel and unjust. 
But if Some chance — as ma:ny chiarices are. 
And doubtful hazards, in the deeds of War-^ 
If one should reach my head, there let it fall. 
And spare thy life ; I would not perish all. 
Thy bloomy youth deserves a longer date : 
Live thou to moufn thy ldve*s unhappy fate, 
To bear my mangled body from the foe. 
Or buy it back, and funeral rites bestow. 
Or, if hard fortune shall those diies deny, • 
Thou canst at least an empty tomb supply. 
Of let'not me the widow's tears renew. 
Nor let a mother's curse my name ipursue— ^ 
Thy pious parent, who, for love of thee. 
Forsook the coasts of friendly Sicily, ' 
Her age committing to the sea^ and wind, 
Wheo every weary matron staid behind." 
To this, Euryalus :— " You plead in vain, 
And but protract the cause you cannot gdin. 
No more delays ! but ha&te !** With that, he wakes 
The nodding watch : each' to his office takes. 
The guiard relieved, the generous couple went 
To find the council at the royal tent. ' 

All creatures' else forgot their daily care. 
And sleep, the common gift of nature, share j 
Except the Trojan peers, who wakeful sate 
In nightly council for the endangered state. 
They vote- a message to their absent chief, ' 
Shew their distress, and beg a swift relief. 
Amid the camp a silent seat they chose. 
Remote from clamour, and secure from foes. 
On their left arms their ample shields they bear. 
Their right reclined upon the bending spear. 
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NowtNisus and bis friend approach the guard. 
And beg admission, eager to be heard 
Theafiair impcntant, not to be deferr 
Ascanius bids them be conducted in, 
Ordering tbe more experienced to begin. 
Then Nisus'thus :— i^* Ye fathers, lend your ears ; 
Nor judge our bold attempt beyond our years. 
The foe, securely drenchM in sleep and wine, 
Nfeglect tbeir watch; the fires but thinly shine j 
And^ where the smoke in cloudy vapours flies. 
Covering the plain, and curling to the skies. 
Betwixt two paths, which at the gate divide. 
Close by the sea, a passage we have spied, 
Which will our Way to great j£neas guide. 
Expect each hour to see him safe again. 
Loaded With spoils of foes in battle slain. 
Snatch we the lucky, minute while we may ; 
Nor cani we be mistaken in the way ; 
Fdrj huQting in the vales; we both have seen 
^he rising turrets, and the stream between. 
And know the winding course, with every ford.** 
He erased ; and old Aletes took the word :— r 
" Our country gods, in whom our trust we place, 
Will yet from ruin save the Trojan race, 
While we behold such dauntless worth appear 
. In dawning youth, and souls so void of feanf 
Then into tears of joy the father broke ; 
Each in bis longing arms by turns he took ; 
JPanted and paused ; and thus again he spoke : 
** Ye brave young men, ^hat equal gifts can we. 
In recompense of such desert, decree ? 
The greatest, sure, and best you can receive. 
The gods and your own conscious worth will give 
The rest our grateful general will bestow. 
And young Ascanius, till his manhood, owe.'' 
" And I, whose welfare in my father lies," 
Ascanius adds, " by the great deities. 
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By my dear country, by my hous^old gods, 
By hoary Vesta's rites and dark abodes. 
Adjure you both, (on you my fortune stands; 
That and my faith I plight into your hands,) 
Make me but happy in his safe return. 
Whose wanted presence I can only, mourn ; 
Your common gift shall two large goblets be 
Of silver, wrought with curious imagery. 
And high emboss'd, which, when oldPriaoi reign'd. 
My -conquering sire at sackM Arisba gain'd; 
And, more, two tripods cast in antique mould. 
With two great talents of the finest gold ; 
Beside a costly bowl, engraved with art, 
Which Dido gave, when first she gave her heart* 
But, if in conquerM Italy we reign. 
When spoils by lot the victor shall obtain— 
Thou saw*st the' courser by proud Turnus pressed. 
That, Nisus ! and his arms, and nodding crest. 
And shield, from chance exempt, shall bethy share ; 
Twelve labouring slaves, twelve handmaidsyoung 

and fair. 
All clad in rich attire, and trained with care ; 
And, last, a Latian field with fruitful plains. 
And a large portion of the king's domains* - 
But thou, whose years are more to mine allied, / 
No fate my vow'd affection shall divide 
From thee, heroic youth! Be wholly mine: ; 
Take full possession ; all my soul is thine. 
One faith, one fame, one fate, shall both attend 
My life's companion, and my bosom friend — 
My peace shall be committed to thy care ; 
And, to thy conduct, my concerns in war." 
Then thus the young Euryalus replied : — 
" Whatever fortune, good or bad, betide, 
The same shall be my age, as now my youth ; 
No time shall find me wanting to my truth. 
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This only from your goodness let me gain^— 
(And, .thi^ uogr^nted, all rewards are vain») 
Of Priam's royal ra<?e my mother came-~ 
And sure the best that ever bore the name*— 
Whom neither Troy nor Sicily could hold 
From me departing, but, o'er^pent and old. 
My fate she followed. Ignorant of this 
(Whatever) danger, neither parting kiss. 
Nor pious blessing taken, her I leave. 
And in this only act of all my life deceive. 
By this right hand, and conscious night, I swear, 
^My soul so sad a farewell could not bear. 
Be you her comfort ; fill my yacant place ; 
(Permit me to presume so great a grace ;) 
Support her age, forsaken and distres&'d. 
That hope alone will fortify my breast 
Against the worst of fortunes, and of fears.** 
He said. The moved assistants melt in tears. 
Then thus Ascanius, wonder-struck to see 
That image of his filial piety :— ^ 
" So great beginnings, in so green an age, 
Exact the faith which I again engage. 
Thy mother all the dues shall justly claim, 
Creiisa had, and only want the name. 
Whatever event thy bold attempt shall have, 
*Tis merit to have borne a son so brave. 
Now by my head, a sacred oath, I swear, 
(My father used it,) what, returning here 
Crowned with success, I for thyself prepare. 
That, if thou fail, shall thy loved mother share.** 
He said, and, weeping while he spoke the word. 
From his broad belt he drew a shining sword. 
Magnificent with gold. Lycaon made. 
And in an ivory scabbard sheath'd the blade. 
This was his gift. Great Mnestheus gave his friend 
A lion's hid^ his body to defend } 
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And good Aletes furnishM him, beside, 
With his own trusty helm, of temper tried. 

Thus arm'd they went. The noble Trojans wait 
Their issuing forth, and follow to the gate 
With prayers and vows. Above the rest appears 
Ascanius, manly far beyond his years. 
And messages committed to their care, 
Which all in winds were lost, and flitting ain 

The trenches firstthey passM ; then took their way 
Where their proud foes in pitched pavilions lay j 
To many fatal, ere themselves were slain. 
Theyfoufidthecareless host dispersed upon the plain. 
Who, gorged, and drunk with wine, supinely snore. 
UnharnessM chariots stand along the shore : 
Amidst the wheels and reins, the goblet by, 
A medley of debauch and war, they lie. 
Observing Nisus shew'd his friend the sight :— 
" Behold a conqiiest gain'd without a fight. 
Occasion offers, and I stand prepared ; 
There lies our way : be thoii'upon the guard. 
And look around, while I securely go. 
And hew a passage through the sleeping foe.*' 
Softly he spoke ; then, striding, took his way. 
With his drawn swdrd, where haughty Rhamnes lay ; 
His head raised high on tapestry beneath. 
And heaving from his breast^ he drew his breath— 
A king and prophet, by king Turnus loved ; 
But fate by prescience cannot be removed. 
Him and his sleeping slaves he slew ; then spies 
Where Remus, with his rich retinue, lies. 
His armour-bearer first, and next he kills 
His charioteer, intrench'd betwixt the wheels 
And his loved horses ; last invades their lord ; 
Full on his neck he drives the fatal sword : 
The gs^sping head flies oflf; a purple flood 
Flows from the trunk, that welters in the blood. 
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Which, by the spurning heels dispersed aroand. 
The bed besprinkles, and bedews the ground. 
Xamus the bold, and Lamyrus the strong, 
He slew, and then Saranus fair and young. 
From dice and wine the youth retired to rest. 
And puffM the fumy god from out his breast : 
Even then he dreamt of drink and lucky play- 
More lucky; had it lasted till the day. 

The fartiish'd lion thus, with hunger bold, 
0*erleap9 the fences of the nightly fold, 
Andtears the peaceful nocks: with silent awe 
Trembling they lie, and pant beneath his paw. 

Nor with less rage Euryalus employs 
The wrathful sword, or fewer foes destroys : 
But on the ignoble crowd his fury flew ; 
He Fadus, Hebesus, add: Rhoetus slew. 
Oppres^'d with heavy sleep the former fall. 
But Rhoetus wakeful, and observing all : 
Behind a spacious jar he slink'd for fear; 
.The fatal iron found and reach'd him there; 
For, as he rose, it pierced hial naked side. 
And, reeking, thence returned in crimson dyed. 
The wound pours out a stream of wine and blood ; 
The purple soul comes floating in the flood. 

Now, where Messapus quartered, they arrive. 
The fires were fainting there, and just alive ; 
The warrior-horses, tied in order, fed ; 
Nisus observed the discipline, and said :— 
"Our eager thirst of blood may both betray ; 
And, see, the scattered streaks of dawning day. 
Foe to nocturnal thefts. No more, my friend ; 
Here let our glutted execution end. 
A lanis through slaughtered bodies we have made.'' 
The bold Euryalus, though, loth, obeyed. 
Of arms, and arras, and of plate, they find 
A precious load ; but these they leave behind. 
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Yet, fond of ga^udy spoils, the boy would stsay 

To make the rich caparison his prey. 

Which on the steed of conquered Rhamnes lay. 

Nor did his eyes less longingly behold 

The girdle-belt, with nails of burnishM gold. 

This present Caedicus the rich bestow'd 

On Remulus, When friendship first th^y vow*d, 

And, absent, joinM in hospitable ties : 

He, dying, to his heir bequeathed the prize ; 

Till, by the conquering Ardean troops oppressed. 

He fell ; and they the glorious gift possessM. 

These glittering spoils (now made the victor's gain) 

He to his body suits, but suits in vain. 

Messapus' helm he finds among the rest. 

And laces on, and wears the waving crest. 

Proud of their conquest, prouder of their prey. 

They leave the camp, and take the ready way. 

But far. they bad not pas^ed^ before they spied 
Three hundred horse, with Volsceos for their guide. 
The queen a legion to king Turnus sent ; 
But the swift horse the slower foot prevent. 
And now, advancing, sought the leader* 
They saw thepair; for, through the doubtful shade. 
His shining helm Eurjralus betrayed, 
On which the moon with full reflexion play* 
"'Tisnotfor nought,'* criedVolscens fromthecrowd, 
" These men go there j** then raised his voice aloud: 
" Stand! stand! why thus in arms? and whither bent? 
From whence, to whom, and on what errand sent?*' 
Silent they scud away, and haste their flight 
Toneighbouringwoods,andtrust themselves tonight. 
The speedy horse all passages belay. 
And spur their smoking steeds to cross their way. 
And watch each entrance of the winding wood. 
Black was the forest : thick With beech it stood, 
Horrid with fern, and intricate with thorn } 
Fewpathsofhumanfeet,ortracksof beasts, were worn. 



meir guiue. 

t; ). 

^ent, > 
r*s tent. } 
bade,> 

fd. } 



Digitized by 



Google 



iEN£lS» IX. 45 

The darkness of the shades, his heavy prey, 
And fear, misled the younger from his way. 
But Nisus hit the turns with happier haste, 
And, thoughtless of his friend, the forest pass'd. 
And Alban plains (from Alba's name so call'd) 
Where king Latinus then his oxen stalPd ; 
Till, turning at the length, he stood his ground. 
And miss'd his friend, and cast his eyes around :-— 
" Ah wretch !'* he cried — ^* where have I left behind 
The unhappy youth ? where shall I hope to find ? 
Or what way take ?" Again he ventures back. 
And treads the mazes of his former track. 
He winds the wood, and, listening, hears the noise 
Of trampling coursers, and the riders* voice. 
The sound approach^ ; and suddenly he viewM 
The foes enclosing, and his friend pursued, 
Forelaid and taken, while he strove in vain 
The shelter of the friendly shades to gain. 
What should he next attempt? what arms employ. 
What fruitless force, to free the captive boy? 
Or desperate should he rush and lose his life. 
With odds oppressed, in such unequal strife ? 
ResolvM at length, his pointed spear he shook ; 
And, casting on the moon a mournful look,-— 
** Guardian of groves, and goddess of the night! 
Fair queen !'* he said, " direct my dart aright. 
If e*er my pious father, for my sake. 
Did grateful offerings on thy altars make. 
Or I increased them with my sylvan toils. 
And hung thy holy roofs with savage spoils, 
Give me to scatter these." Then from his ear 
He pois'd, and ain^iM, and launched the trembling 

spear. 
The deadly weapon, hissing from the grove, 
Im:petuous on the back of Sulmo drpve ; 
Pierced his thin ai;mour, drank his vital blood. 
And in his body left the broken wood. 
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He staggers round ; bis^ eyeballs roll in deatb. 
And with short sobs he gasps away bis breath. 
All stand amazed : — ^a second javeiin flies 
With equal strength, and quivers through the skies. 
This through thy temples, Tagus, forced the way, 
Ai)d in the brain-pan warmly buried lay. 
Fierce Volscens foams with rage, and, gazing rounds 
Descried not him who gave the fatal wound. 
Nor knew to fix revenge': — ** But thou,*' he cries, 
"Shalt pay for both,'' and at the prisoner flies 
With his drawn sword. Then, struck with deep 

despair. 
That cruel sight the lover could not bear ; 
But from his covert rush'd in open view, 
And sent his voice before him as he flew :— 
" Me ! me !" he cried — " turn all your swords alone 
On me — the fact confessed, the fault my own. 
He neither could nor durst, the guiltless yoUth-~ 
Ye moon and stars, bear witness to the truth ! 
His only crime (if friendship can offend) 
Is too much love to his unhappy friend." 
Too late he speaks : — the sword, which fury guides, 
Driven with full force, bad pierced his tender sides. 
Down fell the beauteous youth: the yawning wound 
Giish'd out a purple stream, and stain'd the grouild. 
His snowy neck reclines upon his breast. 
Like a fair flower by the keen share oppressed-— 
Like a white poppy sinking on the plain. 
Whose heavy head is overcharged with rain. 
Despair, and rage, and vengeance justly vow'd. 
Drove Nisus headlong on the hostile crowd. * 
Volscens he seeks ; on him alone he bends: 
Borne back and bored by his surrounding friends. 
Onward he pressM, and kept him still in sight. 
Then whirl'd aloft his sword with all his might: 
The unierrirtg steel descended while he spoke^ 
Pierced his wide mouth, and throtigh hia wieazon 

broke. 
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Dying, he slew ; and, staggering on the plaicr, 
With swimming eyes he sought his lover slain ; 
Then quiet on his bleeding bosom fell, 
Content, in death, to be revenged so wdL 

O happy friends ! for, if my verse can give 
Immortal life, your fame shall ever live, 
Fix*d as the CapitolVfoundation lies, 
^ And spread, where'er the Roman eagle flies ! 

The conquering pafty first divide the prey. 
Then their slain leader to the camp convey. 
With wonder, as they went, the troops were fillM, 
To see such numbers whom so few had kilPd. 
Saranus, Rhamnes, and the rest, they found ; 1 
Vast crowds the dying and the dead surround ; > 
And the yet reeking blood overflows the ground.} 
All knew the helmet which Messapus lost. 
But mourn'd a purchase that so dear had cost. 
Now rose the ruddy morn from Tithon's bed. 
And with the dawn of day the skies o'erspread: 
Nor long the sun his daily course withheld, 
But added colours to the world reveal'd : 
When early Turnus, wakening with the light. 
All clad in armour, calls his troops to fight. 
His martial men with fierce harangues he fired. 
And his own ardour in their souls inspired. 
This done — ^to give new terror to his foes. 
The heads of Nisus and his friend he shews. 
Raised high on pointed spears— a ghastly sight ! 
Loud peals of shouts ensue, and barbarous delight. 

Meantime the Trojans run where danger calls : 
They line their trenches, and they man their walls. 
In front extended to the left they stood : 
Safe was the right, surrqunded by the flood. 
But, casting from their towers a frightful view. 
They saw the faces, which too well they knew, 

■J 
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Though then disguised in deatfa^and s»Bear'd all o'er 

With filth obscene, and dropping putrid gore. 

Soon hasty fame through the sad city bears 

The mournful message to the mother's ears. 

An icy cold benumbs her limbs ; she shakes ; 

Her cheeks the blood, her hand the web forsakes. 

She runs the rampires round amidst the war. 

Nor fears the flying darts : she rends her hair, 

And fills with loud laments the liquid air. 

" Thus, then, my loved Euryalus appears ! 

Thus looks the prop of my declining years ! 

Was't on this face my famish'd eyes I fed ? . 

Ah ! how unlike the living is the dead ! 

And could'st thou leave me, cruel, thiis alone ? 

Not one kind kiss from a departing son ! 

No look, no last adieu before he went, . . 

In an ill-boding hour to slaughter sent ! 

Cold on the ground, and pressing foreign clay. 

To Latian dogs and fowls he lies a prey ! 

Nor was I near to close his dying eyes, 

To wash his wounds, to weep his obsequies. 

To call about his corpse his crying friends. 

Or spread the mantle (made for other ends) 

On his dear body, which I wove with care. 

Nor did my daily pains or nightly labour spare. 

Where shall I find his corpse ? what earth sustains 

His trunk dismember'd, and his cold remains ? 

For this, alas ! I left my needful ease, 

Exposed my life to winds, and winter seas ! 

if any pity touch Rutulian hearts. 

Here empty all your quivers, all your darts : 

Or, if they fail, thou, Jove, conclude my woe. 

And send me thunder-struck to shades below !" 

Her shrieks and clamours pierce the Trojans' ears. 
Unman their courage, and augment. their fears : / 
Nor young Ascanius could the sight sustain. 
Nor old Ilioneus his tears restrain, 
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But Actor and Idseus jointly sentt 
To bear the madding mother to her tent. 
And now the trumpets terribly, from far, 
With rattling clangour, rouse the sleepy war. 
The soldiers' shouts succeed the brazen sounds ; 
And heaven, from pole to pole, the noise rebounds. 
The Volscians bear their shields upon their head» 
And, rushing forward, form a moving shed. 
These fill the ditch ; those pull the bulwarks down. 
Some raise the ladders ; others scale the town. 
But, where void spaces on the walls appear. 
Or thin defence, they pour their forces there. 
With poles and missive weapons, from afar. 
The Trojans keep aloof the rising war. 
Taught, by their ten years* siege, defensive fight, 
They roll down ribs of rocks, an unresisted weight. 
To break the penthouse with the ponderous blow. 
Which yet the patient Volscians undergo- 
But could not bear the unequal combat long ; 
For, where the Trojans find the thickest throng. 
The ruin falls : their shattered shields give way, 
And their crushed heads become an easy prey. 
They shrink for fear, abated of their rage. 
Nor longer dare in a blind fight engage- 
Contented now to gall them from below 
With darts and slings, and with the distant bow. 

Elsewhere Mezentius, terrible to view, 
A blazing pine within the trenches threw. 
But brave Messapus, Neptune's warlike son, 
Broke down the palisades, the trenches won. 
And loud for ladders calls, to scale the town. 

Calliope, begin ! Ye sacred Nine, 
Inspire your poet in his high design, 
To sing what slaughter manly Turnus made. 
What souls he sent below the Stygian shade. 
What fame the soldiers with their captain sharei 
And the vast circuit of the fatal war j 

VOL. XV. D 
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For you, in singing martial facts, excel ; 
You best remember, and alone can telU 

There stood a tower, amazing to the sight. 
Built up of beams, and of stupendous height : 
Art, and the nature of the place conspired 
To furnish all the strength that war required. 
To level this the bold Italians join ; 
The wary Trojans obviate their design, 
With weighty stones o'erwhelm their troops below, 
Shootthroughtheloopholes,andsharpjavelin5throw. 
Turnus, the chief, tossM from his thundering hand. 
Against the wooden walls, a flaming brand : 
It stuck, the fiery plague ; the winds were high ; 
The planks were seasoned, and the timber dry. 
Contagion caught the posts ; it spread along, 
Scorch'd, and to distance drove, the scattered throng. 
The Trojans fled ; the fire pursued aoxain, 
Still gathering fast upon the trembling train ; 
Till, crowding to the corners of the wall, 
Down the defence and the defenders fall. 
The mighty flaw makes heaven itself resound ; 
The dead and dying Trojans strew the ground. 
The tower, that followed on the fallen crew, 
Whelm'd o'er their heads, and buried whom it slew: 
Some stuck upon the darts themselves had sent ) 
All the same equal ruin underwent. 

Young Lycus and Helenor only 'scape ; 
Saved — how, they know not — ^from the steepy leap. 
Helenor, elder of the two : by birth. 
On one side royal, one a son of earth. 
Whom, to the Lydian king, Licymnia bare, 
And sent her boasted bastard to the war : 
(A privilege which none but freemen share.) 
Slight were his arms, a sword and silver shield; 
No marks of honour charged its empty field. 
Light as he fell, so light the youth arose, 
And rising, found himself amidst his foes ; 
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Nor flight waA left, nor hopes to force his wsy» 
idabolcfeQ'd by despair, he stood at bay ; 
And, like a stag, vrhom all the troop surrounds 
Of eager huntsmen and invading hounds^*- 
Resolved on death, he dissipates his fears, 
And bounds aloft against the pointed spears : 
So dares the youth, secure of death ; and throws 
His dying body on his thickest foes. 

But Lycus, swifter of his feet by far. 
Runs, doubles, winds, and turns, amidst the war ; 
Springs to the walls, and leaves his foes behind. 
And snatches at the beam he first can find ; 
Looks up, and leaps aloft at all the stretch, 
Inhopestheheipinghandofsomekindfriendtoreach. 
But Turnus followed hard his hunted prey, 
(His spear had almost reached him in the way, 
Short of his reins, and scarce a span behind,) 
** Fool P'saidthe chief, ^Hhoughfleeterthan the wind, 
Could'st thou presume to 'scape, when I pursue ?'^ 
He said, and downward by the feet he drew 
The trembling dastard ; at the tug he falls ; 
Vast rains come along rent from the siAoking walls. 
Thus on some silver swan, or timorous hare, 
Jpve's bird comes sowsing down from upper air ; 
Her crooked talons truss the fearful prey. 
Then out of sight she soars, and wings her way* 
So seizes the grim wolf the tender lamb. 
In vain lamented by the bleating dam. 

Then rushing onward with a barbarous cry. 
The troops of Turnus to the combat fly. 
The ditch with faggots fili'd, the daring foe 
Toss'd firebrands to the steepy turrets throw. 

Ilioneus, as bold Lucetius came 
To force the gate, and feed the kindling flame, 
RpUM down the fragment of a rock so right. 
It crush'd him double underneath the weight. 
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Two more young Ltger and Asylas slew : 
To bend the bow young Liger better knew ; 
Asylas best the pointed javelin threw. 
Brave Caeneus laid Ortygius on the plain ; 
The victor Cseneus was by Tumus slain. 
By the same hand, Clonius and Itys fall, 
Sagar, add Idas standing on the wall. 
From Capys* arms his fate Privernus found : 
Hurt by Temilla first — but slight the wound — 
His shield thrown by, to mitigate the smart. 
He clapp'd his hands upon the wounded part : 
The second shaft came swift and unespied. 
And pierced his hand, and naiPd it to his side. 
Transfixed his breathing lungs, and beating heart; 
The soul came issuing out, and hiss'd against the dart. 

The son of Arcens shone amid the rest. 
In glittering armour and a purple vest, 
(Fair was his face, his eyes inspiring love,) 
Bred by his father in the Martian grove, 
Where the fat altars of Palicus flame. 
And sent in arms to purchase early fame. 
Him when he spied from far, the Tuscan king 
Laid by the lance, and took him to the slings 
Thrice whirl'd the thong around hishead, and threw; 
The heated lead half melted as it flew : 
It pierced his hollow temples and his brain ; 
The youth came tumbling down, and spurn'd the 

plain, y^ 
Then young Ascanius, who, before this day. 
Was wont in woods to shoot the savage prey. 
First bent in martial strife the twanging bow. 
And exercised against a human foe — 
With this bereft Numanus of his life. 
Who Turn us' younger sister took to wife. 
Proud of his realm, and of his royal bride. 
Vaunting before his troops, and lengthened with 

a stride. 
In these insulting terms^ the Trojans he defied : 
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*• Xwice-conquer'd cowards! now your shame is 

shown— 
Coop'd up a second time within your town ! 
Who dare not issue forth in open field, 
But hold your walls before you for a shield. 
Thus threat you war? thus our alliance fore? ? 
What gods, what madness, hither steer'd your course? 
You shall not find the sons of Atreus here. 
Nor need the frauds of sly Ulysses fear. 
Strong from the cradle, of a sturdy brood. 
We bear our new-born infants to the flood ; 
There bathed amid the stream, our boys we hold, 
With winter hardened, and inured to cold. 
They wake before the day to range the wood. 
Kill ere they eat, nor taste unconquer'd food. 
No sports, but what belong to war, they know- 
To break the stubborn colt, to bend the bow. 
Our youth, of labour patient, earn their bread ; 
Hardly they work, with frugal diet fed. 
From ploughs and harrows sent to seek renown. 
They fight in fields, and storm the shaken town. 
No part of life from toils of war is free. 
No change in age, or difference in degree. 
We plough and till in arms : our oxen feel. 
Instead of goads, the spur and pointed steel : 
The inverted lance makes furrows in the plain. 
Even time, that changes all, yet changes us in vain — 
The body, not the mind — nor can controul 
The immortal vigour, or abate the soul. 
Our helms defend the young, disguise the grey : 
We live by plunder, and delight in prey. 
Your vests embroidered with rich purple shine ; 
In sloth you glory, and in dances join. 
Your vests have sweeping sleeves: with female pride, 
Your turbans underneath your chins are tied. 
Go, Phrygians, to your Dindymus agen ! 
Go, less than women, it^ the shapes of men ! 
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Go ! mix'd with eumicbs in the Motber^a rites^ 
(Where with unequal sound the flute invites,) 
Sing, dance, and howl, by turns, in Ida's shade: 
Resign the war to men, who know the martial ttadiJ^ 

This foul reproach Ascanius could not hdar 
With patience, or a vow*d revenge forbear* 
At the full stretch of both his hands, be drew. 
And almost join'd, the horns of the tough yew** 
But, first, before the throne of Jove be stood^ 
And thus with lifted hands invoked the god >^ 
" My first attempt, great Jupiter, succeed ! 
An annual ofiering in thy grove shall bleed, 
A snow-white steer, before tby altar led. 
Who, like his mother^ bears aloft his head, 
Butts with his threatening brows, and bellowing: 

stands. 
And dares the fight, and spurns the yellow sands*'' 
Jove bow'd the heavens, and lent a gracious ear/ 
And thundered on the left, amidst the clear* 
Sounded at once the bow ; and swiftly flies 
The feathered death, and hisses through the skies. 
The steel through both his temples forced the way : 
Extended on the ground, Numanus lay. 
^* Go now, vain boaster ! and true valour scorn \ 
The Phrygians, twice subdued, yet make this third 

return.** 
Ascantus said no more. The Trojans shake 
The heavens with shouting, and new vigour take^ 

Apollo then bestrode a golden cloud. 
To view the feats of arms, and fighting crowd i 
And thus the beardle^ victor he bespoke aloud 
" Advance, illustrious youth ! increase in fame. 
And wide from east to west extend thy name— • 
Offii»ring of gods thyself; and Rome shall owe 
To thee a race of demigods below. 
This is the way to heaven : the powers divine 
From tbk beginning date the Julian line. 

♦ Note I. 
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To thee, to them, and their victorious heiri, 
The conquered war is due, and the vast world is theirs. 
Troy is too narrow for thy name.*' He said. 
And plunging downward shot his radiant head ; 
Dispeird the breathing air, that broke his flight : 
Shorn of his beams, a man to mortal sight, 
Old Bates' form he took, Anchises' squire. 
Now left, to rule Ascanius, by his sire : 
His wrinkled visage, and his hoary hairs. 
His mien, his habit, and his arms, he wears. 
And thus salutes the boy, too forward for his years 
" Suffice it thee, thy father's worthy son. 
The warlike prize thou hast already won. 
The god of archers gives thy youth a part 
Of his own praise, nor envies equal art. 
Now tempt the war no more." He said, and flew 
Obscure in air, and vanish'd from their view. 
The Trojans, by his arms, their patron know. 
And hear the twanging of his heavenly bow. 
Then duteous force they use, and Phoebus' name. 
To keep from flgbt the youth too fond of fame. 
Undaunted, they themselves no danger shun ; 
From wall to wall the shouts and clamours run ; 
They bend their bows ; they whirl their slings^ 
around ; t 

Heaps of spent arrows fall, and strew the ground ; | 
And helms, andshields, and rattling arms, resound.'' 
The combat thickens, like the storm that flies 
From westward, when the showery Kids arise; 
Or pattering hail comes pouring on the main. 
When Jupiter descends in harden'd rain. 
Or bellowing clouds burst with a stormy sound. 
And with an armed winter strew the ground. 
Pand'rus and Bitias, thunderbolts of war. 
Whom Hiera to bold Alcanor bare 
On Ida's top— two youths of height and size 
Like firs that on their mother mountain rise 
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Presuming on their force, the gates unbar. 
And of their own accord invite the war, 
With fates averse, against their king's command. 
Arm'd, on the right and on the left they stand, 
And flank the passage : shining steel they wear, 
And waving crests above their heads appear. 
Thus two tall oaks, that Padus' banks adorn. 
Lift up to heaven their leafy heads unshorn, 
And, overpress*d with nature's heavy load, 
Dance to the whistling winds, and at each other nod. 
In flows a tide of Latians, when they see 
The gate set open, and the passage free ; 
Bold Quercens, with rash Tmarus, rushing on, 
Aquicolus, that in bright armour shone, 
And Hsemon first : but soon repulsed they fly. 
Or in the well-defended pass they die. 
These with success are flred, and those with rage. 
And each on equal terms at length engage. 
Drawn from their lines, and issuing on the plain, 
The Trojans hand to hand the fight maintain. 

Fierce Turnus in another quarter fought. 
When suddenly the unhoped-for news was brought. 
The foes had left the fastness of their place. 
Prevailed in fight, and had his men in chase. 
He quits the attack, and, to prevent their fate. 
Runs, where the giant brothers guard the gate. 
The first he met, Antiphates the brave, 
(But base-begotten on a Theban slave — 
Sarpedon's son) he slew : the deadly dart 
Found passage through his breast, and pierced his 

heart. 
Fix'd in the wound the Italian cornel stood, 
Warm'd in his lungs, and in his vital blood. 
Aphidnus next, and Erymanthus dies, 
And Meropes, and the gigantic size 
Of Bitias, threatening with his ardent eyes. 
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Not by the feeble dart he fell oppressed, 
(A dart were lost within that roomy breast,) 
But from a knotted lance, large, heavy, strong. 
Which roar'd like thunder as it whirPd along ; 
Not two bull-hides the impetuous force withhold^ 
Nor coat of double mail, with scales of gold. 
Down sunk the monster-bulk, andpress'd the ground, 
(His arms and clattering shield on the vast body 

sound,) 
Not with less ruin than the Baian mole. 
Raised on the seas, the surges to controul — 
At once comes tumbling down the rocky wall ; 
Prone to the deep, the stones disjointed fall 
Of the vast pile ; the scattered ocean flies ; 
Black sands, discolour^ froth, and mingled mud, 

^ arise : 
The frighted billows roll, and seek the shores : 
Then trembles Prochyta, then Ischia roars : 
Typhoeus, thrown beneath by Jove's command. 
Astonished at thfe flaw that shakes the. land. 
Soon shifts his weary side, and, scarce awake, 
Withwonderfeelstheweightpresslighterbn his back. 

The warrior god the Latian troops inspired. 
New strung their sinews, and their courage fired. 
But chills the Trojan hearts with cold affright : 
Then black despair precipitates their flight. 

When Pandarns beheld his brother kill'd. 
The town with fear and wild confusion filPd, 
He turns the hinges of the heavy gate 
With both his hands, and adds his shoulders to the 

weight ; 
Some happier friends within the walls enclosed ; 
The rest shut out to certain death exposed : 
Fool as he was, and frantic in his care. 
To admit young Turnus, and include the war ! 
He thrust amid the crowd, securely bold. 
Like a fierce tyger pent amid the fold. - \ 
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Too late his blaziog buckler they descryp 
And sparkling fires that shot from either eye» 
His mighty members, and his ample bre«st» 
His rattling arnlour, and his crimson crest. 
Far from that bated face the Trojans fly^ 
All but the fod who sought his destiny^ 
Mad Pandarus 8tep3^forth, with vengeanoe vow'd 
For Bitias' death, and threatens thus aloud >^ 
" These are not Ardea's walls, nor this the town 
Amata proffers with Lavinia's crown : 
*Tis hostile earth you tread. Of hope bereft, 
No means cf safe return by flight are left/' 
To whom with countenance calm, and sOul sedat^^ 
Thus Turnus :*— " Then begin, and try thy fate : 
My message to the ghost of Priam bear ; 
Tell him a new Achilles sent thee there.'! 

A lance of tough ground-ash the Trojan tbreW, 
Rough in the rind, and knotted as it grew : 
With his full force he whirled it first around ; 
But the soft yielding air received the wound ; 
Imperial Juno turn'd the course before, 
And fix'd the wandering weapon in the door. 

" But hope not thou," said Turnus, " whenlstrikey 
To shun thy fate : our force is not alike. 
Nor thy steel tempered by the Lemnian god." 
Then rising, on his utmost stretch he stood. 
And aim'd from high : the full descending blow 
Cleaves the broad front and beardless cheeks in twa 
Down sinks the giant with a thundering sound : y 
His pond'rouslimbsoppressthetrembling ground; I 
Blood, brains, and foam, gush from the gaping | 

wound. ^ ^ 

Scalp, face, and shoulders, the keen steel divides ; 
And the shared visage hangs on equal sides. 
The Trojans fly from their approaching fate : 
And, had the victor then secured the gate, 
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Andf to his trdops witbout, unclosed the bars, 
One lucky day bad ended all his wafs. 
But boiling youth, and blind desire of blood. 
Push on his fory, to pursue the crowd. 
Hamstring'd behind, unhappy Oyges died ; 
Then Bhalaris IS added to his side. « 

Th(d pointed javelins from the dead he drew. 
And their frietids' arms against their fellows threw. 
Strong Halys stands in vain ; weak Fhegeus flies ; 
Saturnia, still at hand, new force and fire supplies. 
Then Halius, Prytanis, Alcander fall — 
Engaged against the foes who scaled the wall : 
But, whom they feared without, they foufkl witbiil^ 
At last, though late, by Lynceus he was seem 
He calls Dew succours, and assaults the prince : 
But weak his force, and vain is their deferrce» 
Turned to the right, his sword the hero drew. 
And at one blow the bold aggressor slew. 
He joints the neck ; and, with a stroke so strong. 
The helm flies off, and bears the head along. 
Next him, the huntsman Amycus he kill'd. 
In darts envenom'd and in poison skilPd. 
Then Clytius fell beneath his fatal spear. 
And Cretheus, whom the Muses held so dear : 
He fought with courage, and he sung the flght ; 
Arms were his business, verses his delight. 

The Trojan chiefs behold, with rage and grief, 
nieir slaughtered friends, and hasten their relief. 
Bold Mnestheus rallies first the broken train. 
Whom brave Serestus and his troop sustain. 
To save the living, and revenge the dead. 
Against one warrior's arms all Troy they led* 
" O, void of sense and courage !*' Mnestheus cried, 
•* Where can you hope your coward heads to hide ? 
Ah ! where beyond these rampires can you run ? 
One man, and in your camp enclosed, you shun ! 
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Shall then a single sword such slaughter boast. 
And pass unpunishM from a numerous host ? 
Forsaking honour, and renouncing fame. 
Your gods, yourcountry,andyourking, youshame!'^ 

This just reproach their virtue does excite : 
They ftand, they join, they thicken to the fight. 

Now Turnus doubts, and yet disdains to yield, . 
But with slow paces measures back the field. 
And inches to the walls, where Tyber's tide, 
Washing the camp, defends the weaker side. 
The more he loses, they advance the more. 
And tread in every step he trod before. 
They shout; they bear him back; and, whomby might 
They cannot conquer, they oppress with weight. 

As, compass'd with a wood of spears around. 
The lordly lion still maintains his ground ; 
Grins horrible, retires, and turns again ; 
Threats his distended paws, and shakes his mane ; 
He loses while in vain he presses on, 
Nor will his courage let him dare to run : 
So Turnus fares, and, unresolved of flight. 
Moves tardy back, and just recedes from fight. 
Yet, twice, enraged, the combat he renews, 
Twice breaks, and twice his broken foes pursues. 
But now they swarm, and with fresh troops supplied. 
Come rolling on, and rush from every side : 
Nor Juno, who sustained his arms before. 
Dares with new strength suffice the exhausted store; 
For Jove, with sour commands, sent Iris down. 
To force the invader from the frighted town. 

With labour spent, no longer can he wield 
The heavy faulchion, or sustain the shield, 
O'erwhelm'd with darts, which from afar they fling; 
The weapons round his hollow temples ring : 
His golden helm gives way, with stony blows 
BfttterM, and flat, and beaten to his brows. 
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His crest is rashM away ; his ample shield 
Is falsified, and round with javelins fillM.* 

The foe, now faint, the Trojans overwhelm ; 
And Mnestheus lays hard load upon his helm. 
Sick sweat succeeds ; he drops at every pore ; 
With driving dust his cheeks are pasted o'er ; 
Shorter and shorter every gasp he takes, 
And vain efforts and hurtless blows he makes. 
Arm'd as he was, at length he leap'd from high, 
Plunged in the flood, and made the waters fly. 
The yellow god the welcome burden bore. 
And wiped the sweat, and Vash'd away the gore ; 
Then gently wafts him to the farther coast. 
And sends him safe to cheer his anxious host*. 



♦ Note II. 
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NOTES 



iENEIS, BOOK IX. 



Note I. 



Ai theJuU stretch of both his handSf he dreuo^ 

And almost joirCdy the horns of the tough yew. — P. 54* 

The first of these lines is all of monosyllables, and both verses 
are very rough, but of choice ; for it had been easy for me to 
have smoothed them. But either my ear deceives me, or they 
express the thing which I intended in their sound : for the stress 
of a bow, which is drawn to the full extent, is expressed in the 
harshness of the first verse, clogged not only with monosyllables, 
but with consonants ; and these words, the tough yevo, which con* 
elude the second line, seem as forceful, as they are unharmonious. 
Homer and Virgil are both frequent in their adapting sounds to~ 
the thing they signify. One example will serve for both ; because 
Virgil borrowed the following verses from Homer's Odysses*. 

Una Eurusque Notusque ruunty creberque proeeUk 
AfricuSi et mstos volvunt ad UtorafituAut* 

Our language is not oflen capable of these beauties, though 
sometimes I have copied them, of which these verses are an in- 
stance. 
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Note II. 



His ample shiM 



Is falsified, and round mthjavdinsJUTd. — P. 61. 

When I read this iCneid to many of my friends in company 
together, most of them quarrelled at the word Jalsifiedj as an in- 
novation in our language. The fact is confessed ; for I remem* 
ber not to have read it in any English author, though perhaps it 
may be found in Spenser's *^ Fairy Queen ;' but, suppose it be 
not there, why am I forbidden to borrow from the Italian (a 
polished language) the word which is wanting in my native 
tongue ? Terence has often Grecised ; Lucretius has followed 
his example, and pleaded for f 



^ quia me cogUpatm sermonis egestas. 

Virgil has confirmed it by his frequent prfictice ; and even Ci- 
cero in prose, wanting terms of philosophy in the Latin tongue, 
has taken them from Aristotle's Greek. Horace has given us a 
rule for coining words, si Graco fonte cadant ; especially when 
other words are joined with them, which explain the sense. I • 
use the word foMfy in this place, to mean, that the shield oif 
Tumus was not of proof against the spears and javelins of the 
Trojans, which had pierced it through and through (as we say) 
in many places. The words which accompany this new one, 
make my meaning plain, according to the precept which Horace 
gave. 3ut I said I borrowed the word from the Italian. Vide 
Ariosto, Cant. 26. 

Ma «i Vu^ergi} d*amM era perfetio, 
Che mat poterjhltarlo in tussun canto, 

EaUar cannot otherwise be turned, than hvjalsifledi for his 
skidd VMS Jkdeedf is not English. I might indeed have content- 
ed myself with saying, his shield was pierced, and bored, and 
stuck with javelins, nee stjfidt umbo ictibus. They who will not 
admit a new word, may take the old ; the matter is not worth 
dispute. 
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BOOK X. 



ARGUMENT, 



, Jupiter J calling a council of the gods, Jbrbids them to engage in 
either parti/. At JEneas*s return there is a bloody battle : Tur» 
nus hming Pallas ; JEneas, Lausus and Mezenttus, Mezentius 
is described as an atheist ; Lausus as a pious and virtuous youih. 
The different actions and death of these tiw are the subject of a 
noble episode. 

The gates of heaven unfold : Jove summons all 
The gods to council in the common halL 
Sublimely seated, he surveys from far 
The fields, the camp, the fortune of the war. 
And all the inferior world. From first to last, 
The sovereign senate in degrees are placed. 

Then thus the almighty sire began : — " Ye gods, 
Natives or denizens of blest abodes ! 
From whencethesemurmurs, and thischangeof mind, 
This backward fate from what was first designed ? 
Why thus protracted war, when my commands 
Pronounced a peace, and gave the Latian lands? 
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What fear or htoe on dther part divides 
Our heavens, and arms our powers on difierentstdes? 
A lawful time of war at length will corner | 

(Nor need your haste anticipate the doom^) > i 

When Carthage shall contend the world with Romtf ; r | 

Shall force the rigid rocks. asd Alpine chains^ 
And, like a flood, come pouring on thejdains. 
Then is ^our time fcnr faction ainl debate, \ 

For partial favour, and permitted lukte. 
Let now your immature dissension ceaie ; ' . / t 

Sit quiet, and compose your souls to' peace/' 1 

Thus Jupiter in few unfolds the charge; j 

But lovely Venus thus replies at large :«-^ { 

** O power immense ! eternal energy ! 
(For to, what else protection can we fly ?) 
Seest thou: the proud Rutulians, how they dare . 
In fields, unpunished, and insult my care? 
How lofty Tufjuus vaunts amidst his train. 
In shining arms triumphant on the plain ? 
Even in their lines and trenches they contend, ' 
And scarce their walls the Trojan troops defe4 ; 
The town is fiil'd with slaughter, and o'erfloa^ 
With a red deluge, their increasing moats, 
^neas, ignorant, and far from thence, ' 

Haa left a camp exposed, without defence 
This endless outrage shall they still sustat'f 
Shall Troy renewed be forced and fired ufain? 
A second siege my banish'd issue feDars, 
And a: new Diomede in arms appears. 
One niore audacious mortal will befeind; 
And I, thy daughter, wait another pound. 
Yet if, with fates averse, without th;^ leave, 
The Latian lands my progeny receive. 
Bear they the pains of violated la^ 
And thy protection from their aid withdraw. 
But, if the gods their sure success foreteft— 
If those of heaven consent with those of hell, 

VOL. XV. E 
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66 ^ nEMtaB,^. 

, To promise It% ; who diie.debafte 
i Tbe power ^ Jmre, or fix soother fate? 
I What should I tdl. of teinpeit^ on the miiAp 

Of .£!d« <iisiH^i9 NeplMfie^ migB? 

Of Irit BODt, with BaoGfaMdkn heait 

To uisptre the «eatiiiMM, and. destroj Ihejieet ? . 

Now JMo to the Siygjmn efcy deteald% 
; Solicits bell foir M, tandmrnsthe ifieubi 
- That new esmpie wented yet abawe»<- 
/ An act that wiell hecmb^ the wife of Jtoi^e'l . . 

Alectiv saised l^ ber, With r^^iniaaies 
^ The peaeefol 'besoms iof die Latian jdfaunes* . 
\ Imperial eway nb mese ^eacalfes kn j wind ; / . 
^^Such hopes I hfod intked, while heaven wnkind,') 
'ow let My liappier fees possess fafr oboe, ) 

^nd ccfti^uer tfaey,wh6iii you 'with con«ie&tgracew| 
ice yoD'oan isjpare, from all your wiee o ^nSm a nd , 
spot tif darth, mo hoqftttable land, 
j[bh «nay< my "waadering fisgitfweis n^eoetvis ;. 
'hasighty Juno wiil net ^giw^ ydu ileoEve,) 
father, (i£ I sIsiU may me )thalt name,) 
By riUi^<i Tiroy, yet embking from the tSimate, 
I oegVou, 'let Ascanhis, by my ^are> 
Be frek £rom ^daosger^ and dismfiss^d the vim z 
InglofiiMilet him Uve^ ndtbout a oronsn : .1 

The fet% Imay be cent on eoasts frndbnown, . , S* 
StrugglinWith &te; but let me aave ithe 80n» .} 

Mine is CVbern, mine the Cypfian towers: 

In those ^leitees, land those saored bowers,: 
Obscurblylk him ceat; ins right redgn . 

To promnedWipere, and his Julian line. 
Then Carthfig^isnay the Aosoiaaaii towns deatroy^ 
Nor fear the rtqe off a wjccted boy. 
What prafiks it thy son, to 'soape the fire, 
Arm'd widi Us^ods, aad loaded with this stre; 
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To pass the pnils of the -Mm and wiiid ; . 
Evade the Greeks, aiid leave the war behind ; 
Tip. reach the Italian iahores; if, after all, 
Our second Pergamus it doom'd to &11 ? 
]\(uch better had he curiiM his high desires, . 
And hovered o'er bis ill^^eactingtiish'd &e8i 
To SnncM' banks, the fiigitives restore. 
And i^ire themback to^war^, and allthe woes befere/' 

De^ iadignaiibB swett'd Satarma^s heart : 
** And nnist I own,'' she said, *^ mj secret smaart^^ 
What with nxire decence were in silotce kept. 
And, tmt Amt this unjust rqxroach, bad slept ? 
Did god or man your fiivourite son advise. 
With war unhoped the Latiaiis to smprise ? 
^ fate, you boast, and by the gods' decree, 
lie left his native land for Italy i 
Confess the truth ; by mad Cassandra, mwe 
Than heaven, inspired, he sought a foceign shOTe^ 
Did I persuade to trust his second Tn^ 
To the caw conduct of a beardless boj. 
With walls ixnfiimfa'd, which himself foraakes. 
And tbroogh the waves a wandering voyage takes f 
"When have I urged him nieaid j to demand' 
The Tuscan aid, and arm a quiet land ? 
Did i or Iris giwe this mad advice ? 
Ox made the fool himself the fatal choice? 
You think it hard, the Latians sboakl destroy 
Witfaewords your Trojans, acid with fires jam Ttoy i 
Hard and unjust indeed, fer men to draw 
Their native air, ficMr take a foreign law ! 
That Tumus is permitted still to live. 
To whom bis btrdi a goci and goddess give ! 
But vet ^tis jnst and lawful for your Une 
To arive iflieir fields, and force with fraud to join ; 
Realms, «iot your own, among your clans divide. 
And from the hridegreom tear toe promised bride ; 
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Petition, while yoti public arms prepare ; 
Pretend a peace, and yet provoke a war ! ./.^ 

'Twas given to you, your dariing son to shroiid,«|r 
To draw the dastard from the fighting crowds <)> 
And, for a man, obtend an empty cloud. > j 

From flaming fleets you turn'd the fire away, 
And changed the ships to daughters of the' sea. 
But 'tis my crime— the queen of heaven oficqds, . 
If she presume to save her suffering friends ! 
Your son, not knowing what his foes decree. 
You say, is absent : absent let him be. 
Yours 18 Cythera, yours the Cyprian toners. 
The soft recesses, and the sacred bowers. 
Why do you then these needless arms prepare. 
And thus provoke a people prone to war? 
Did I with fire the Trojan town defece. 
Or hinder from return your exiled race ? 
Was I the cause of mischief, or the man 
Whose lawless lust the fatal war began ? 
Think on whose faith the adulterous youth* relied ; 
Who promised, who procured, the Spartan bride? 
When ail the united states of Greece combined 
To purge the world of the perfidious kind, i . 
Then was your time to fear the Trojan fate :^* 
Your quarrels and complaints are now too iate.V 
Thus Juno. Murmurs rise, with mix'd applause. 
Just as they favour or dislike the cause. 
So winds, when yet unfledged in woods they lie^ 
In whispers first their tender voices tiy. 
Then issue on the main with bellowing rage, 
And storms to trembling mariners presage. 
Then thus to both replied the imperial god, * 
Who shakes heaven's axles with his awful nod. 
(When he begins, the silent senate stand, 
\ With reverence listening to .the dread command : 
The clouds dispel ; the winds their breath restrain ; 
And the hush'd waves lie flatted on the main.) 
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'^* :C!eIe6tials ! ^ur attentive ears incline! 
Since (saitd the god) the Trojans must riot join 
>tn wish'd alliance wkh the Latian lin^— - 
iSttnce endless jariings, and immortal bate, I 

Tend but to discompose our happy state— » > 

The war faienceforward be resigned to fate : | 

Each to his proper fortune stand or fall ; 
Equail and onconcernM I look on all. 
Rutulians, Trojans, are the same to me; 
And both shdil draw the lots their fates decree. 
Let these assault, ' if Fortune be their friend ; 
And, if she favours those, let those defend :-*- 
The fates will find their way/' The thunderer said ; 
And shook the sacred honours of his head, 
Attesting Styx, the inviolable flood, 
And the black regions of his brother god. 
Trembled the poles of heaven, and earth con 

fess'd the nod. 
This end the sessions had : the senate rise. 
And to his palace wait their sovereign through the 
skies. 

Meantime, intent upon their siege, the foes 
Within their walls the Trojan host enclose : 
They wound, they kill, they watch at every gate ; 
Renew the fires, and urge their happy fate. 

The ^neans wish in vain their wanted chief, 
Hopeless of flight, more hopeless of relief. 
Thin on the towers they stand ; and even those few, 
A feeble, fainting, and dejected crew. 
Yet in the face of danger some there stood : 
The two bold brothers of Sarpedon's blood, 
Asius, and Acmon : both the Assaraci ; 
Young Hsemon, and, though young, resolved to die. 
With these were Clarus and Tbymcetes joinM ; 
Thymbris and Castor, both of liycian kind. 
From Acmon's hands a rolling stone thene came, 
S& large, it half deserved a mountain's name ! 
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70 MnziStX. 

Stroiig-sinewM was the jouth» and* big of bone : ^ 
His brother Mnestheus coold itot more hare donoi S* 
Or the great Either of the intrepid son. J 

fiome firebrands throw, some flights of arrows send : 
And ^ome with darts, and some with stonis^ defedd. 
Amid the press appears the beauteotss boy. 
The care of Venus, and the hope of Troy* 
His lovely face unarmed, his head was bare ; 
In ringlets o'er his shoulders hung his basr. 
His forehead circled with a diadem $ 
Distinguished from the crowd, he shines a gem» 
Enchased in gold, or polish'd ivory sett 
Amidst the meaner foil of sable jet. 

Nor Ismanis was wanting to the war. 
Directing ointed arrows from afkr. 
And death with poison arm'd-— in Lydia bordf 
Where plenteous harvests the fat fields adorn ; 
Where proud Pactolus floats the fruitful lands. 
And leaves a rich manure of golden sands* 
There Capys, author of the Capoan name, 
And there was Mnestheus too, increased tbfamey 
Since Turnus from the camp he cast with shame. 

Hius mortal war was waged on either side« 
Meantime the hero cuts the nightly tide: 
For, anxious, from Evander when he went. 
He sought the Tyrrhene camp, and Tarchon's tent ; 
Exposed the cause of comiDg to the chief; 
>His name and country told, and ask'd mlief ; 
Proposed the terms; his ownsmallstrengthdedared} 
What vengeance proud Mezentius had prepared) 
What Turnus, bold and violent, designed ; 
Then shewM the slippery state of hutnan-kind» 
And fickle fortune ; warned him to beware. 
And to his wholesome counsel added prayer. 
Tarchon, without delay, the treaty signs. 
And to the Trojan troops the Tuscan joins. 

They soon set sail ; nor now the Fates withstand ; 
Their forces trusted with a foreign hand. 
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Mn^^Hi i^9^ ; UDOQ W» stevh appear 
Two lions carvMr whieb miog Ida» beaf -^-^ 
Ida, tQ WMMleiiiig Tro^ns ever^ dear» 
Under their grat^ul^ shade j^oeas sfte^ 
Revdviflg war^9 e^FMts^ and various faita» 
His hk jOKmg Pallas kept, fix'd to his si^ 
And oft of ii^MiS' inquired, and of the tide ;. 
Oft of ti|» ^ttfBi a»dt of their watei^ way } 
And what hesufierM both by land and sea«^ . 

Now, saieved atsters^ opqa^U your ^jiiigi! 
The Tuscip teadleiis, and their army, stag,* 
Whieh Mlfuw^d great MtmaA to the war : 
Their arms^ theinrambers, ai|d their names; dechirer 

A thousandyoBtbs brave Massicas obey, 
Borne in the llg^r tbrougb the foaming sea^ ; 
Frojn Clusiuoit brought, ^nd Cosa, by bis care;: 
Fop areas, light qiMver^, bows and shafts, they bear^ 
Fierce Abas next : hh men bright armour wore : 
His stern ApolWs golden statue bore. 
Six hundred Pepulonia sent atong^ 
All skili'd in martial exercise, and strong. 
Three hundred more for battle Ilva jc»iis. 
An isle seiMwn'd for steely and unexhausted mines^ 
Asyks on his prow the third appears. 
Who heavei> interprets^ and the wandering stars } 
From olifer^d entrails, prodigies expounds. 
And peals of thunder, with presaging sounds. 
A ti^ipusaad spears in warlike order stand, 
Senft by the Ptsans under his command* 

Fair Astor follows in the watery field, 
I^oud of- his managed horse, and painted shield* 
Gravisca, noisome from the neighbouring fen, 
And his own Caere, sent three hundred men, 

* Nate IL . . ' 

f Asduniy according to the old editions ; but VirgU beers, 

Quique uHfdm liquet Cosas 1 1 

Accordingly, Carey's edition reads Clusium, and is here followed* 
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With those whidb Minto's fidMb» and Pjvff. gat ; 
All bred-in arms, unaDionous and brave. 

. Thou, Muse^ the name of Ctnyrafl roiew. 
And brave Cupavo foUow'd but by few ; 
Whose helm confessed the lineage of the man. 
And bore, with wings displayed, a silver swan. 
Love was the fault of his famed ance^trj, 
Whose forms and fortunes in his ensign fly. 
For Cycnus loved unhappy Fhaethon, 
And sung his loss in poplar groves, ^one, 
Beneath the sister shades, to sooth his grief. 
Heaven heard his song, and hastened his relief. 
And changed to snowy plnmes his hoary hair, 
And wine'd his flight, to chant aloft in air. 
His son Cupavo brushM the briny flood ; 
Upon his stern a brawny Centaur stood, 
VRio heaved a rock, and, threatening still to throw. 
With lifted hands alarm'd the seas below : 
They seem'd to fear the formidable sight. 
And rolPd their billows on, to speed his flight.* > 

Ocnus was next, who led his native train 
Of hardy warriors through the watery plain-— 
The son of Manto, by the Tuscan stream, 
From whence the Mantuan town derives thename~» 
An ancient city, but of mix'd descent ; 
Three several tribes compose the government ; 
Four towns are under each ; but all obey 
The Mantuan laws, and own the Tuscan sway. 

Hate to Mezentius arm'd five hundred more. 
Whom Mincius from his sire Benacus bore — 
Mincius, with wreaths of reeds his forehead co- 
vered o'er. 



* This conceit is not Virgil's: The original runs thus: 



} 
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Tfutai aqua, taxumgue undis immane nUnatur 
Arduutt ei hnga stUcat maria alta carina. 
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Tbcie gmve Auleates leads : a hundred sweep 
With stretching oars at once the glassy deep. 
Him, pod his martial train, the Triton bears } 
High on his poop the sea-green god appears : 
Frowning he seems his crooked shell to sound, 
And at the blast the billows dance around. 
A hairy man above the waist he shows ; 
A porpoise-tail beneath his belly grows ; 
And ,end8 a fish ; his breast the waves divides. 
And froth and foam augment the murmuring tides. 

Full thirty ships transport the chosen train. 
For Troy's relief, and scoyr the briny main. 

Now was the world forsaken by the sun. 
And Fhcebe half, her nightly race had run. 
The careful chief, who never cfosed his eyes. 
Himself the rudder holds, the sails supplies. 
A choir of Nereids met him on the flood,* 
Once his own galleys, hewn from Ida's wood ; 
But now, as many nymphs, the sea they sweep. 
As rod^, before, tall vessels on the deep. 
Thev know him from afar-; and in a ring 
Enolose the ship that bore the Trojan king. 
Cymodqce, whose voice excelled the rest, 
Above the waves advanced her snowy breast ; 
Her right hand stops the stern } her left divides 
The curling ocean, and corrects the tides. 
She spoke for all the choir ; and thus began. 
With pleasing words, to warn the unknowing man:-— 
** Sleeps our loved lord ? O goddess bom ! awake! 
Spread every sail, pursue your watery track. 
And haste your course. Your navy once were we. 
From Ida's height descending to the sea ; 
Till Turnus, as at anchor fix'd we stood. 
Presumed to violate our holy wood. 
Then, loosed from shore, we fled his fires profane, ^ 
(Unwillingly we broke our master's chain,) I 
And since have sought you through the Tuscan C 



mam. / 
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The nigbt J Mother changed onr forms to thm^ 
And gave us life immoctarin the 8ea& 
But young Ascanius, in his camp distressed, « 
IBhr your insulting foes is hardly pf ess'd. 
liie Arcadian horsemen, and Etrurian host. 
Advance in order on the Latian coast : 
To cut their way the Daunian chief designs^ 
Before their troops can reach the Trcnan liatar 
Thou, when the rosy morn restores toe ligh^ 
First arm thy sddiers for the ensuing fight : 
Thyself the fated sword of Vulcan wield, 
And bear aloft the impesietrable shield. 
To-morrow's sun, unless my skill be vain, 
Shall see huge heaps of foes in battle slain/' 
Parting, she spoke y and with immortal for^ 
Push'd on the vessel in her watery course ; 
For well she knew the way. Impelled behiad» 
The ship flew forward, and outstrint the wind. ^ 
The rest make up. Unknowing or the causey 
The chief admires their speed, and happy omens 

draws. • 

Then thus he pray'd, and fix'd on heaven his eyes:««* 
** Hear thou, great Mother of the deities^ 
With turrets crown'd ! (on Ida's holy hill. 
Fierce tygers, rein'd and curb'd, obey thy wiH.) 
Firm thy own omens ; lead us on to fight f 
And let thy Phrygians conquer in thy right." 

He said no more. And now renewing day 
Had chased the shadows of the ni|;ht awayv 
He charg'd the soldiers, with preventing care^ 
Their flags to follow, and their arms prepare ; 
Warn'd tf the ensuii^ fight, and bade them h<^ 
the war. 

Now, from bis h^ty poop, he view'd below 
His camp encompass'd, ai^d the enclosing foe. 
His blazing shield embraced, he held on high ; 
The caa^ receive thesign, and wit&loudshotttsrcfly. 
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. throw 
Their darts with double force, and drivQ the foe. 
Thus^ at;tbe«]giiiJ given» the cranes arise 
Before the stoiwy south, and bla^kea all the skies. 

King Tumiis wooderM at tlie fight reuew'dj, 
Til], looking bade, the Trojan fleet be view'd. 
The seas with swelling canvas coverM o'er^ 
And the swift ships descending oa the share. 
The Latians saw from far, with das^led eyefi 
The radiant crest that seem'd in flames to nse» 
And dart difliisive flres aroupd the field, 
And the keen glittering of the golden shield. 

Thus threatening comets, when by night they rise. 
Shoot sanguine streams, and sadden all the skff» : 
So Sirius, flashing forth sinister lights, 
l^leliainan kind with plagues and with dry famine 

flights. 
Yet Tiurnus, with undaunted mind, is bent 
To man the shores^ and hinder their des(:entj^ 
And thus awakes the courage of his friend :-*- 
'< Whatyou 8olongbavewish'd,kindFortun^sends^— 
In ardent arms to meet the invading foe : 
You find, and find him at advantage now* 
Yomrs is the day : you need but only dare i 
Your swords will m^e you masters of the war* 
Your sires, your sons, your houses, aod your lands. 
And dearest wives, are all within your hands. 
Be mindful c^ the race from whence you came,. 
And emulate in arms your fathers' fame* 
Now tske the time, while staggering yet they stand 
With feet unfirm, and prepossess the strand : 
Fortune befriends the bold.^ No more he saidi 
But balanced, whom to leave, and whom to lead i 
Then, these elects, the landing to prevent ; 
And those he leaves, to keep the city pent.-- 
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Meaef ime the Trojan seods his troops ashore : 
Some are by boats exposed, by bridges more. 
With labouring oars they bear along the strand* 
Where the tide languishes, and leap a-land. . 
Tarchon observes the coast with careful e;^. 
And, where no ford he finds, no water fries, 
Nor billows with unequal murmurs roar. 
But smoothly slide along, and swell the shore. 
That course he steered, and thus he gave command: 
'* Here ply your oars, and at all hazard land : 
Force on the vessel, that her keel may wound 
This hated soil, and furrow hostile ground. 
Let me securely land — I ask no more ; 
Then sink my ships, or shatter on the shore." 

This fiery speech inflames his fearful friends : 
They tug at every oar, and every stretcher bends : 
They run their ships aground ; the vessels knock, 
(Thus forced ashore,) and trembling with the shock. 
Tarchon's alone was lost, and stranded stood i ' 
Stuck on a bank, and beaten by the flood, < ' 

She breaks her back ; the loosenM sides give way* 
And plunge the Tuscan soldiers in the sea. 
Their broken oars and floating planks withstand 
Their passage, while they labour to the land* 
And ebbing tides bearback upon the uncertain sand. 

Now Turnus leads his troops without delay, 
Advancing to the margin of the sea. 
The trumpets sound : iEneas first assail'd 
The clowns new-rais'd and raw, and soon prevaiPd. 
Great Theron fell, an omen of the fight — 
Great Theron, large of limbs, of giant height. 
He firist in open fields defied the prince : 
But armour scaled with gold was no defiance 
Against the fated sword, which open'd wide 
His plated shield, and pierced his naked side. 

Next Lichas fell, who, not like others born. 
Was from his wretched mother ripp'd and torn j 
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Sacred» O Phcebw ! from his birth to thee ; 

For his beginning life from biting steel was free. 

Not far from him was Gyas laid along. 

Of monstrous bulk ; with Cisseus fiel'ce and strong: , 

Vain bulk and strength ! for, when the chief assailM^ 

Nor valonr nor Herculean arms avail'd. 

Nor their famed father, wont in war to go ; \ 

With great Alcidies, while he toilM below. 

The nmsy Pharos next received his death : 

^neas writhed his dart, and stoppM his bawling 

breath. 
Xhen wretched Cydon had received his doom,! 
Who courted Clytius in his beardless blootn. 
And sought with lust obscene polluted joys-*- 
The Trojan sword had cured his love of boys. 
Had not his seven bold brethren stopped the course 
Of the fierce champibn, with united force. 
Seven darts were thrown at once ; and some reborund 
From his bright shield, some on his helmet souhd: 
The rest had reached him ; but his oboth^s care 
Prevented those, and tumM aside in air. 

The prince th^ calPd Achates, to supply 
The spears, that knew the way to victory — 
^* Those fatal weapons, which, inured to blood. 
In Grecian bodies under Ilium stood : 
Not one of those my hand shall toss in vain 
Against our foes, on this contended plain." 
He said ; then seized a mighty spear, and threw ; 
Which, wing'd with fate, through Mason's buckler 

flew. 
Pierced all the brazen plates, and reach'd his heart: 
He stagger'd with intolerable smart. 
Alcanor sslvt i and reach'd, but reach'd in vain, 
His helping hand, his brother to sustain. 
A second spear, which kept the former course. 
From the same hand, and sent with equal force. 
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His right aim piereed» and faold«g ot)^ bfereft . 
Hia use of botk> and. pinioned down iris ieftJ . 
Then Numitor from Us dead brother drew . . 
Hie ifi^omeiiM spear, and at the Trojan. threw: > 
PreiwMting Gite directs the lance awrjr^ 
Which, gtanctng, anly nnik'd Achates' thigh. 

In pride oi youth the Sabtne/Claimis came^ 
And, from afar, at Droops took his idm. 
The spear flew hissing through the middle space, 
And pkrced tm throat, directed at his face ; 
It stoppM at once the passage of his. wind. 
And. the free soid to flitting air resigned : 
His forehead was the first that straidc the ground ; 
Life-Ueod and life rush'd mingled through i the 
wound. '/i' 

He slew three bnothers of the Borean race, II 
And thrae, whom Ismaras, their native place, v 
Had sent to war, bnt aM the sons. of Thi'ace. : f < 
HalesBs, next, the bokl Aunsnci leads : ^ ^ 

Tbe son of Neptune to his aid ssdoceeds^ 
Conspicuous on his horse. On either hand. 
These £ght to keep, and those to win, the land. 
With iB«taal blood the Ausoman soil is djed^ 
While on sbs Ixirders «each their claiin deoidsi i ' 

As wintry wisuk, contending in the skf, - 
With equal fepce of iwigs their titias try ? 
They rage, they roar ; the doubtful rack of hnaveh 
Stands mvithout motion, and the tide undriven : i 
EacJh beat to conmier, neither side to yiekl, 
They long suspend the fortune of the field* 
Both armies tmss perform what <Hnirage <can ; 
Foot set to foot, /and minted, man to maai 

But, in another part, tne Arcadiaa horse 
With ill suoGess engage the Latian force : 
For, wken the impetuoQS torrent, mshing down,' 
Huge craggy slmies and moteA tisees had thrown. 
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They left their coilrters, aii4 unused to %bt 
Oq lfoot» were scttter'd ici a shameful filgl^ 
Pallas, wIhh with disdiiih and grief» lad vi^w'd 
His foes ^rsuti^, mi bis IHends pursueMi, 
Used thf eat'niitgs mix'd mth prayers, his last re- 
source, 
With tiiese lo move thetr minds,: wikh those to fire 

: their liproew 
<< VfkAA m^Yf cmopasaiotisi? whttiier would you run? 
By :yoa yowtelv^, and ^nighty battled won, 
By lay great cdirk, by his estaUish'd name. 
And eaf ly. promise <^ my future iaise ; 
3y my youth, emulous of oqual right 
To share his houottr&^^un lignoble flight ! 
Trust not ybur feet : your hands nuistlhue your way 
Through yon Uack body, and that thick array : * 
'Tis through that forward path that we must come ; 
There lies our way, and that cur passage home* 
Nor pQWiers ahove^ itor destinies beiow. 
Oppress our arms : with equal stneo^h we go, 
With mortal hanAs ilo meet a mortal fee. 
See on what foot uie 5tan»d ! a iscanty shore-** 
The sea behis^ our enemjies bejfore ; 
No passage le^ u»kss we swim the main ; 
Or, forcipg these, the Trojan tnencfaes gsun*" 
This said^ he strode: with eager haste along, 
A^d boK amidst the thickest of the tiiirong. 
Lagus, the first he met,^wkh fate to £>e, 
HiMi heaved a «tone of mighty weight, to throw : 
Stooping, the «pear >deseended on bis diine. 
Just where 4:be bone disliiiigiiish'd either lohi : 
It «tuck to iast, ;so deq)ly buried lay. 
That soaroe the viator fmt^d the steel av^y. 

Hisbo came fM : but, w^htle he moved too slow 
To wished revenge, 4:he prince prevents hia blow ; 
For, warding bis atcmce^ at once be press'd. 
And plunged the fatal weapon in his breast. 
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"Irhen lewd Anchemolus he laid in dust, 
Who stain'd his stepdame's bed with impious lust. 
Andf after him, the Dauaian twins were slain, 
Laris and Thymbrus, on the Latian plain ; 
So wondrous like in feature, shape, and si^b, ' 
As caused an 6rror in their parents' ^yes-^ 
Grateful mistake ! but soon the sword decides 
The nice distinction, and their &te divides : 
for Thymbrus' head was lopp'd ; and Latis' hand^' 
Dismembered, sought its owner on the sttand : 
The trembling fingers yet the faulchion strain, 
And threaten still the extended stroke; it) vain. 
Now, to renew the charge, the Arcadians Catnle : \ 
Sight of such acts, and sense of honest shame, > 
And grief, with anger mix'd, their mindsr inflame. J. 
Then, with a casual blow was Rhoeteus slain, 
Who chanced, as Pallas threw, to cross the plain : 
The flying spear was after Ilus sent ; 
But Rhoeteus happened on a death unmeant:, 
From Teuthras and from Tyres while he fled^ 
The lance, athwart his body, laid him d^d : - 
RolPd from his chariot with a mortal wound, 
And intercepted fate, he ^spurn'd the ground. 

As when, in summer, welcome winds arise, 
The Watchful shepherd to the forest flies. 
And fires the midmost plants ; contagion spreads. 
And catching flames infect the neighbouring heads ; 
Around the forest flies th^ furious blast, 
And all the leafy nation sinks at last, 
And Vulcan rides in triumph o'er the waste : 
The pastor, pleased with his dire victory, 
Beholds the satiateflames in sheetsascend the dky :— -• 
So Pallas' troops their scatter'd strength unite, 
And, pouring on their foes, their prince delight. 

Halseus came, fierce with desire of blood ; 
But first collected in his arms he stobd : 
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Ladoit^ Demodocws^ atid Pberefi^ fell 
Around h'lB bend boltoss-d hisg^iti^riiig bnmi^ 
And from Strymooiw htw- d bift belter handt 
Heldtii^ to guard hit throat ; tbenhutrd a stane 
At-Thoas' ample fwnU and pierded tbie bone ; 
It struak beneath thd spaca of eilthfiir eya } 
And liloodi, ^ and. aeikigled biaina^ togeloar fly^ 
Deep skill'd io.futiire fates, Haleausf m» 
DM With tbe youth tp lonely groves retire : 
But, when the fathm^'s inwul imcB vraa ruQ# 
Diiie destiny laid bold upon the son, 
^d haul'jd him to. the war, to find, beneatli 
l%e Kvandrianspear^ a memorable death* 
j^lai» the ^mcounter seeks* but, ere he throws^ 
To Tuscan Tyber thus, addressed his vows >— 
" O sacred atrasoi ! direct my flying dart. 
And give to pass the proud Halesus' heart : 
His anna and apoils the holy o^ shall bear.'' 
Pleased with the briber the god reeeivedJua prayer: 
For, while his shield protects a friend dtstress'd^ 
The dart came drivieg on, and pierced his breset.^ 

But Lausus, no smsJl portkni of the war. 
Permits not panic fear to reign te0 far, 
Caus^ by the diiath of so renowned a knight $ 
But by bk own ejcample cheers the fight* 
Fierce Abas first he slew-^Abas, the stay 
Of Trojan hopes, and hind'rmiee of the day« 
The Phrygian troop escaped the Greeks m vam : 
They, and their. mix'd allies, now load the plain. 

To the rude shock ^f war both armies cvm ; 
Their leadsrs eqiiial» and their atreegth the same. 
The rear so pressed the iront, they could mA wield 
Their angry weapojsa, to dispute the field. 
Here Pallas uiges on, and Lausus these : 
Of equal youth and beauty hotib apfmr* 
But both by fate forbid to breathe their native air. 

YOL.XV, F 



} 



Digitized by 



Google 



82 JCNBlt, X. 

Their coi^^ress in the field great Jove witfastaodfih*- 
Both doom'd to fall, but fall by greater bands. 
Meantime Jutuma warns the Daunian chief 
Of Lausus' danger, urging swift relief. 
With his driven chariot he divides the crowd, 
And, making to his friends, thus calls aloud :-^ 
'< Let none presume his needless aid to join : 
Retire, and clear the field ; the fight is mine : 
To this right hand is Pallas onlj due ; 
Oh ! were his father here, my just revenge to viewl^' 
From the forbidden space his men retired. 
Pallas their awe, and his stern words, admired ; 
Surveyed him o'er and o'er with wondering »ght. 
Struck with his haughty mien, and towering height- 
Then to the king :— " Your empty vaunts forbear j 
Success I hope$ and fate I cannot fear. 
Alive, or dead, I shall deserve a name ; 
Jove is impartial, and to both the same.'' 
He said, and to the void advanced his pace : 
Pale horror sat on each Arcadian face. 
Then Turnus, from his chariot leaping light, . 
Address'd himself on foot to single fight. 
And, as a lion^— when he spies from far 
A bull that seems to meditate the war. 
Bending his neck, and spurning back the sand-^ 
Runs roaring downward from his hilly stand : 
Imagine eager Turnus not more slow. 
To rush from high on his unequal foe. 
: Young Flallas, when he saw the chief advance ' 
Within due distance of his flying lance. 
Prepares to charge him first — resolved to try 
If lortune would the want of force supply ; 
And thus to heaven and Hercules address'd : — 
" Alcides, once on earth Evander's guest ! 
His son adjures thee by those holy rites. 
That hospitable Jboard, those genial nights ; 
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Assist my great attempt to gain this pize, 
And let proud Turnus view» with dying eyes, 
His ravish'd spoils.** 'Twas heard, the vain request; 
Alcides mourn*d| and stifled sighs within his breast. 
Tlien Jove, to sooth his sorrow, thus began i-^^ 
*' Short bounds of life are set to mortal man. 
*Tis virtue's work alone to stretch the narrow span. 
So many sons of gods, in bloody fight 
Around the walls of Troy, have lost the light : 
My own Sarpedon fell beneath his foe ; 
Nor I, his mighty sire, could ward the blow.* 
Even Turnus shortly shall resign his breathy 
And stands already on the verge of death." 
This said, the god permits the fatal fight. 
But from the Latian fields averts his sight. 

Now with full force his spear young Pallas threw. 
And, having thrown, his shining faulchion drew. 
The steel just grazed along the shoulder-joint. 
And mark*d it slightly with the glancing point. 
Fierce Turnus first to nearer distance drew. 
And poised his pointed spear, before he threw : 
Then, as the winged weapon whizz'd along, 
" See now,** said he, " whose arm is better strung.** 
The spear kept on the fatal course, unstay*d 
By plates of iron, which o*er the shield were laid : 
Through folded brass, and tough bull-hides, it pass'id, 
His corslet pierced, and reach*d his heart at last. 
In vain the youth tugs at the broken wood ; 
The soul comes issuing with the vital blood : 
He falls ; his arms upon his body sound ; 
And with his bloody teeth he bites the ground. 

Turnus bestrode the corpse:-^" Arcadians, hear,** 
Said he ; " my message to your master bear : 
Such as the sire deserved, the son I send ; 
It costs him dear to be the Phrygian*s friend. 
The lifeless body, tell him, I bestow 
Unask*d, to rest his wand'ring ghost below.** 
* Note III. 
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He said, and trami^ed dclwn, with M tbe fdrbe 
Of his left £t)ot, and spurn'd the wretched ctOrM ; 
Then snatchM the shinit)g belt, with geld idlt^id-^ 
The beh !tlirjtion^s artful hands had mdd^, 
Where fifty fatal brides, ejcpress'd to sight, 
All in the compass of one itiourtaful night, 
IlepriTed their bridegroonts bf returning " 

In an ill hour insulting Turnua tor6 
Those golden spoils, and in a wibrse he wore. 
O mortals ! Wind in * fate, \*ho tiever know 
To bear high fortune, ot endure khe low ! 
The time shall come, when Turnus, but ih Vain, 
Shall wish untouched the trophies of the ^l&in-^ 
Shall wish the fatal belt were far away, 
And curse the dire remembrance of the day. 

The sad ArcAdiani, from the utahappy field. 
Bear bade the breathless body on a shield. 
O grace and grief of war ! at once restored. 
With priises, toothy sire, at once deplored. 
One day first sent thee to the fighting field> < 
Behetd '^hdlA heaps of foes in battle kill'd ; t 

One day beheld thee dead, and borne upon thy | 
shield. ^ 

This dismal news, not from uncertain ftriie, 
Btit sad spectators, to the hero came : 
His frietlds upon the brink of ruin stand. 
Unless relieveil by his victorious hand. 
He whirls his sword around, without delay. 
And hews through adverse foes ah ample way. 
To find fierce Tumus, of his conquest proud. 
Evatid^r, Pallas, all that friendship owed 
I'd large deserts, are present to his eyes— • 
His pliglited hand, and hospitable ties. 



♦ Dr Carey reads, " of fate," without authority, and, as I 
thinky without necessity. 
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Four sonj^fjf Sulmo^ four wbooi Ufrnis bred^ 
He took ib %ht, and living victims led, 
To plfsie U»e ghost of Pallas, aad expire^ 
In sacrifiee, b^ore his fbneral fire. 
At Magus next he threw: he stooped below 
The flying spear, and sbuna'd the promised bloWt 
Then,preeping,clasp'd the heroes knees, and pray'd: 
" By young lulus, by thy father's shade, 
Ol spare my life, aad send me back to see 
My.ltHiging sire, and tender progeny. 
A lofty jiouae I have, and wealth untold. 
In silver ingots, and in bars of gold : 
All these, and sums brides, which see no day. 
The ransom of this one poor life shall pay. 
If I survive, shpU Troy the less prevail ? 
A single soul's too light to turn the scale.'' 
Qe said. The hero sternly thus replied :-^ 
*' Thy bars and ingots, and the sums beside, 
L^ave for thy children's lot. Thy Turnus broke 
All rules of war by one relentless stroke. 
When FaUas fell: so deems,* nor deems alone, 
My &ther-s ditadow, but my living son.'' 
Thus having said, of kind remorse bereft. 
He seized his helm, and dragged htm with his left; 
Theq with bis right ht^nd, while his nedche wreath'd. 
Up to the hilts his shining fanlchion sheath'd. 

Apollo's priest, Haemonides, was near ; 
His holy fillets on his front appear ; 
Olittaring ia arniSy he shone agiidst the crowd. 
Much of his god, more of his purple, proud. 
|Iim the fierce Trojan foUow'd through the field : 
The holy ooward fell j and, forced to yield. 
The prince stood o'er the priest, and, at one blow, 
^ent him an o|&ring to the shades below. 
His arms Serestus on his shoulders bears, * 
Design'd ^ trophy to the god of wars. 
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Vulcanian Cseculus renews the fight. 
And Umbro born upon the mountain's height. 
The champion cheers his troops to encounter those. 
And seeks revenge himself on other foes. 
At Anxur's shield he drove ; and, at the blow,* 
Both shield and arm to ground together go. 
Anxur had boasted much of magic charms, 
And thought he wore impenetrable arms, 
So made by mutter'd spells ; and, from the spheres. 
Had life secured, in vain, for length of years. 
Then Tarquitus the field in triumph trod ; 
A nymph his mother, and his sire a god. 
Exulting in bright arms, he braves the prince : 
With his protended lance he makes defence ; 
Bears back his feeble foe ; then, pressing on. 
Arrests his better hand, and drags him down ; 
Stands o'er the prostrate wretch, and (as he lay. 
Vain talies inventing, and prepared to pray) 
Mows off his head : the trunk a moment stood. 
Then sunk, and roU'd along the sand in blood. 

The vengeful victor thus upbraids the slain : — 
'^ Lie there, proud man, unpitied on the plain ; 
Lie there, inglorious, and without a tomb. 
Far from thy mother and thy native home. 
Exposed to savage beasts, and birds of prey. 
Or thrown for food to monsters of the sea." 

On Lucas and Antaeus next he ran. 
Two chiefs of Turnus, and who led his van. 
They fled for fear; with these, he chased along "^ 
Gamers the yellowJock'd, and Numa strong ; > 
Both great in arms, and both were fair and young. } 
Gamers was son to Volscens lately slain. 
In wealth surpassing all the Latian train. 
And in Amyclae fix'd his silent easy reign. 

And, as iEgaeon, when with heaven he strove, 
Stood ojiposite in arms to mighty Jove j 
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Moved all his hundred liaods, provoked the war, 
Defied the forky lightning from afar ; 
At fifty mouths his flaming breath expires/ 
And flash for flash returns, and fires tor fires ; 
In his right hand as many swords he wields. 
And takes the thunder on as many shields : 
With strength like his, the Trojan hero stood ; 1 
Afidisoonthefields with falling corpse were strow'd > 
When once his faulchion found the taste of blood.^ 

With fury scarce to be conceived, he flew 
Against Niphasus, whom four coursers drew. 
They, when they see. the fiery chief advance. 
And pushing at their chests his pointed lance, 
WheePd with so swift a motion, mad with fear. 
They threw their master headlong from the chair. 
They stare, they start, nor stop their course, before 
They bear the bounding chariot to the shore. 

Now Lucagus and Liger scour the plains. 
With two white steeds j but Liger holds the reins. 
And Lucagus the loily seat maintains — 
Bold brethren both. The former waved in air 
His flaming sword : iEneas couched his spear. 
Unused to threats, and more unused to fear. 
Then Liger thus :— " Thy confidence is vain 
To 'scape from hence, as from the Trojan plain : 
Nor these the steeds which Diomede bestrode, 
Nor this the chariot where Achilles rode : 
Nor Venus' veil is here, nor Neptune's shield ; 
Thy fatal hour is come, and this the field." 
Thus Liger vainly vaunts: the Trojan peer 
Return'd his answer with his flying spear. 
As Lucagus, to lash his horses, bends. 
Prone to the wheels, and his left foot protends. 
Prepared for fight — the fatal dart arrives, 
And through the border of his buckler drives ; • 
Pass'<l through, and pierced his groin. The dJead- 

ly wound, 
Cast from his chariot, roll'd him on the ground : 
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WiwmtbubihecUtfu^raiicbwSftfaflew^ 
^< Blame not the slowness of your steeds.ifi flight; 
Vain shadows did sot force their swift rstreat; 
But you yourself foniake your empt^jr seal:." 
He said» and seized at ooce^tbe Idoseil'd miq ; 
For Liger lay already on the pbin 
By tiie same shock ; then stretching out his hatids» 
The recreant thus his wretehed life demands :*-^ 
^ Now» by thyself, O more than mortal man ! 
By her and him from whom thy breath began. 
Who formed thee thus divine, I beg thee, i^re 
This forfeit lifo, and hear thy suppliant's prayer.*' 
Thus much he spoke, and more he would httve laid ; 
But the stem hero tum'd aside his head. 
And cut hiia short :-^'^ I hear another man ; 
You talkM not thus before the fight began.. 
Now take your turn ; aod^ as a brotfafer should, . 
Attend yaur brother to the Stygian flood." 
Then through his breast his fatal sword be sent. 
And the soul issued at the gaping vent. 
As storms the skies, and torrents tear the groimid. 
Thus laged the priirce, and scatter'd deaths around. 
At length Ascanius, and the Trojan tnain. 
Broke from the camp, so long besieged in vaaB. 
Meantime the king of gods and mortal man 
Held confet^nce with his queen, and thus began :«^ 
** My sister goddess, and widl-pleasing wife, 
StiU think you Venus' aid supports the strife-^ 
Sustains her Trojans^-HH' themsel^^s, alone. 
With inborn valour force their fortune on ? 
How fierce in %ht, with courage undecay^d ! 
Judge if such warriors want immortal aid«" 
To whom the goddess with the charming eyas, 
Sofl in her tone, submissively replies :~- . 
" Why, O my sovereign lord,. whose frown I few. 
And cannot, unconcern'd, your anger bear-t* 
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Whj tti^e ym ttuis my giiyiieC? ^jieti, (^ I ititt 
(As once I wm) wtre misti?e9S of ypar wUI* 
From y^w aluiiglity power your pleasing^ wife 
Might gain tht grace of ledgtb'mug TurBui' life, 
Securely .$fiat6h bim fii9Ql the f$tal %bt. 
And give faioi to hi9 aged fa tlier'9 $i^t# 
Now let him {Perish, ainee you bold it gaod» 
And glut the Trojana with hi$ pious blood. 
Yet from our lineage be deriyies his uame» 
And» in the fourth degree, from god Pilamnus came! 
Yet he i^voutly pays you rites divine, 
Andioffars daily incense at yoursbrine."' 

Then shortly thus the sovereign god replied t*~ 
** Since in my power and goodness you confide. 
If, fojT a little space, a lengthened span, 
YcHs beg repneve for this expiring man, 
I gayat you leave to take your Turnus hence 
From instant fate, and can so far dispense* 
But, if some secret meaning lies beneath, 
To save the short-lived youth from destin'd death, 
Or^ if a farther thought you entertain, 
To chai^ the &tes ; you feed your hopes in vain/' 

To whom the goddess thus, with weeping eyes :-~ 
^ And what if that request, your tongue denies^ 
Xour h&BOrit sbould grant~end not a short reprieve. 
But length of certain life, to Turnus give? 
Now speedy death attiands the guiltless youth, 
If my presagii^ soul divines with truth ; 
Which, O! I wish, 4pp%hiterr through causeless feans. 
And you (for you have power) prolong bis yeiix^i** 

Thus having (sajd, involved in qlou^, she ilfes, 
And drives a storm^ before h&t through the ski^. 
Swdft she descends, alighting on the plain, r 
Where the ifierce foes « dubioius fi^ht anaintaiii. 
Of air aaiideiiised» a spectre soon abe made ; ; 
And, wimfc iGueas was, such seemM the shade. 
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AdornM with Dardan afms, the ]Aantoin b6re 
His head aloft ; a plumy crest he wore : 
This hand appear^ a shining sword to wield» 
And that .sustained an imitated shield. 
With manly mien he stalked along the ground. 
Nor wanted voice belied, nor vaunting sound. • 
nrhus haunting ghosts appear to waking sights 
Or dreadful visions in our dreams by night.) 
The spectre seems the Daunian chief to dare. 
And flourishes his empty sword in air. 
At this, advancing, Turnus hurled his spear : 
The phantom wheeled, and seem'd to fly for fear. 
Deluded Turnus thought the Trojan fled, 
And with vain hopes bis haughty fancy fed. 
" Whither, O coward ?" (thus he calls aloud. 
Nor found he spoke to wind, and chased a cloud,) 
" Why thus forsake your bride ! Receive from me 
The fated land you sought so long by sea." 
He said, and, brandishing at once his blade. 
With eager pace pursued the flying shade. 
By ch nee a ship was fastened to the shore. 
Which from old Clusium king Osinius bore : 
The plank was ready laid for safe ascent; 
For shelter there the trembling shadow bent, 
And skippM and skulk'd, and under hatches went 
Exulting Turnus, with tegardless haste, 
Ascends the plank, and to the galley passed. 
Scarce had he reach'd the prow ; Saturnia's hand 
The halsers cuts, and shoots the ship from land» 
With wind in poop, the vessel ploughs the sea. 
And measures back with speed her former way. 
Meantime iEneas seeks his absent foe. 
And sends his slaughtered troops to shades belowJ 
The guileful phantom now forsook the shroud, 
And flew sublime, and vanishM in a cloud. 
Too late young Turnus the delusion found. 
Far on the sea, still making from the ground. 
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Tben, thankless for a life redeemM by shame, 
With sense of honour stung, and forfeit fame. 
Fearful besides of what in fight had pass'd, 
His hands and haggard eyes to heaven he cast :— - 
" O Jove !" he cried—" for what offence have I 
Deserved to bear this endless infamy ? 
Whence am I forced, and whither am I borne ? 
How, and with what reproach, shall I return ? 
Shall ever I behold the Latian plain, 
Or see Laurentum's lofty towers again ? 
What will they say of their deserting chief? 
The war was mine : I fly from their relief! 
I led to slaughter, and in slaughter leave ; 
And even from hence their dying groans receive. 
Here, over-matchM in fight, in heaps they lie, 
There, scattered o*er the fields, ignobly fly. 
Gape wide, O earth, and draw me down alive ! 
Or, oh ! ye pitying winds, a wretch relieve ! 
On sands or shelves the splitting vessel drive ; 
Or set me shipwrecked on some desert shore, 
Where no Rutulian eyes may see me more- 
Unknown to friends, or foes, or conscious fame. 
Lest she should follow, and my flight proclaim.^' 

Thus Turnus raved, and various fates revolved : 
The choice was doubtful, but the death resolved. 
And now the sword, and now the sea, took place- 
That to revenge, and this to purge disgrace. 
Sometimes he thought to swim the stormy main, 
By stretch of arms the distant shore to gain. 
Thrice he the sword essay'd, and thrice the flood ; 
But Juno, moved with pity, both withstood. 
And thrice repressed his rage: strong gales supplied. 
And pushM the vessel o*er the swelling tide. 
At length she lands him on his native shores. 
And to his father's longing arms restores. 

Meantime, by Jove's impulse, Mezentius arm'd. 
Succeeding Turnus, with his ardour warm'd 
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His ftiioiting firieo^ reproached tb^rshUfvitifiilflight, 
Repelled the victorti and renewed the fight* 
Against thdr king the Tuscan troops conspire ; 
SiKrh is their hate» and such their fierce desire 
Of wish'd revenge-*-on him, and him alone. 
All hands em^loy'd, and all their darts are thrown* 
He, like a solid rock by seas enclosed. 
To raging winds and roaring waves opposed. 
From his proud summit looking dpwn, disdains 
Their empty menace, and unmoved remains. 

Beneath his feet fell haughty Hebrus dead. 
Then Latagus, and Falmus as he fled* 
At Latagus a weighty stone he flung : 
His face was flatted, and his helmet rung. 
But Palmm from behind receives his wound : 
Hamstringed he falls, and grovels on the ground : 
His crest and armour, from his body torn, 
Thy shoulders, Lausus, and thy bead, adorn. 
Evas and Mimas, both of Troy, he slew. 
Mimas his birth from fair Theano drew-*-* 
Born on that fatal night, when, big with fire, 
The queen produced young Paris to his sire. 
Bui: Paris in the Phrygian fields was slain. 
Unthinking Mimas oo the Latian plain* •- 

Audi as a savage boar, on mountains bred» 
With forest mast and fattening marshes fed. 
When once he sees himself in toils enclosed^ 
By huntsmen and their eager hounds opposed, 
He whets his tusks, and turn9, and dares the war, 
The invaders dart their javelies from afar : 
All keep aloof, and safely shout arpupd ; 
But tione presumes tp give a nearer wound : 
He frets and froths, erects his bristled hide. 
And shakes ^ grove of lances from his side : 
Not otherwise the troops, with hate inspired. 
And just revenge against the tyrant fired. 
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Their dartd with damour at a distance dH?e, 
And oiilj keep the kogulsh'd war alive. 

From Corythus came Acron to the fight. 
Who left his spoUBe betrothed, and UDconsumtnatd 

night. 
Mezentius seea him through the sgnadron ride. 
Proud of the Jiurple favours of his bride. 
Then, as a huDgry lion» who beholds 
A gamesoitie goat, who frisks about the folds, 
Or beamy litag, that graces on the plain- 
He runs, he roars, he shakes his rising mane ; 
He grins, and opens wide his greedy jaws : 
The prey lies panting underneath his paws : 
He fills his famished maw j his mouth runs o'er 
Wfth unchewM morsels^ while he churns the gore : 
So proud Mezentius rushes on his foes. 
And first unhappy Acron overthrows: 
Stretch*dathislength, hespurns the swarthy ground j 
The lance, besmeared with blood, lies broken in 
the wound. 

Then with disdain the haughty victor view'd 
Orodes flying, nor the wretch pursued. 
Nor thought the dastard's back deserved a wound. 
But, running, gained the advantage of the ground : 
Then turning short, he met him face to face, 
To give his vietory the better grace. 
Orodes falls, in equal fight oppressed : 
Mezentius fix'd his foot upon his breast. 
And rested lance ; and thus aloud he cries >^ 
** Lo! here the champion of my rebels lies!'* 
The fields around with •* lo Paean !" ring ; 
And peals of shouts applaud tbe conquering king. 
At this the vanquished, with his dying breath. 
Thus faintly spoke, and prophesied in death :*^ 
" Nor thou, proud man, unpunished shalt remain j 
Lfk^ death attends thee on this fatal plain." 
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Then, sourly smiling, thus the king replied :-r- 
** For what belongs to me, let Jove provide ; 
But die thou first, whatever chance ensue." 
He said, and from the wound the weapon drew. 
A hovering mist came swimming o'er his sight. 
And sealed his eyes in everlasting night. 

By Casdicus, Alcathous was slain ; 
Sacrator laid Hydaspes on the plain j 
Orses the strong to greater strength must yield ; 
He, with Parthenius, were by Rapo kili'd. 
Then brave Messapus Ericetes slew. 
Who from Lycaon's blood his lineage drew, 
But from his headstrong horse his fate he found. 
Who threw his master, as he made a bound : 
The chief, alighting, stuck him to the ground 
Then Clonius, hand to hand, on foot assails : 
The Trojan sinks, and Neptune's son prevails. 

Agis the Lycian, stepping forth with pride. 
To single fight the boldest foe defied ; 
Whom Tuscan Valerus by force o'ercame. 
And not belied his mighty father's fame. 
Salius to death the great Authronius sent : 
But the same fate the victor underwent. 
Slain by Nealces' hand, well skill'd to throw 
The flying dart, and draw the ftr-deceiving bow. 

Thus equal deaths are dealt with equal chance : 
By turns they quit their ground, by turns advance, 
Victors and vanquish'd in the various field. 
Nor wholly overcome, nor wholly yield. 
The gods from heaven survey the fatal strife. 
And mourn the miseries of human life. 
Above the rpst, two goddesses appear 
Concern'd for each : here Venus, Juno there. 
Amidst the crowd, infernal Ate shakes 
Her scourge aloft, and crest of hissing snakes. 

Once more the proud Mezentius, with disdain, 
BrandishM his spear, and rush'd into the plain. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Where. towmng in the midmost ranks he stood^ 
Like taU Orion, stalking o'er the flood, 
(Wh^en with his brawny breast he cuts the waves. 
His shoulders scarce the topmost billow layes,) 
Or like a mountain-ash, whose roots are spread. 
Deep fixed in earth — in clouds he hides his head. 

The Trojan prince beheld him from afar. 
And dauntless undertook the doubtful. war. 
Collected in his strength, and like a rock 
Poised. on his base, Mezentius stood the shock. 
He 9tood, and, measuring first with careful eyes 
The space his spear could reach, aloud he cries: — 
^* My strong right band, and sword, assist my stroke ! 
(Those only gpds Mezentius will invoke) ; 
His armour, from the Trojan pirate torn. 
By. my triumphant Lausus shall be worn." 
He said ; and with his utmost force he threw 
The massy spear, which, hissing as it flew, 
Reach'dthe celestial shield : that stopped the course; 
But, glancing thence, the yet unbroken force 
Took a new bent obliquely, and, betwixt 
The side and bowels, famed Antores fix'd. 
Antores had from Argos travelled far, 
Alcides' friend, and brother of the war ; 
Till, tired with toils, fair Italy he chose. 
And in Evander's palace sought repose. 
Now falling by another's wound, his eyes 
He casts to heaven, on Argos thinks, and dies. 

The pious Trojan then his javelin sent ; 
The shield gave way ; through triple plates it went 
Of solid brass, of linen triply roU'd, 
And three bull-hides which round the buckler rojlM. 
All these it pass'd, resistless in the course. 
Transpierced his. thigh, and spent its dying force. 
The gaping wound gush'd out a crimson flood. 
,The Trojan, glad with sight of hostile blood, 
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His fiiulchion drew, to closer fight iiddr0ss'd. 
And with new force his Rioting foe oppress'd. 

His father's peril Lausus view'd with gtief f 
He sigh'd, he wept, he ran to his relief 
And here, heroic youth, 'tis here I most 
To thy immortal memory be just, 
And sing an act so noble and so new. 
Posterity will scarce believe 'tis true. 
Pain'd with his wound, and useless for the fights 
The father sought to save himself by flight : 
Encumbered, slow he dragged the spear along. 
Which pierced his thigh, and in his buckler hung. 
The pious youth, resolved on death, below 
The lifted sword, springs forth to face the foe 
Protects his parent, add prevents the blow. 
Shouts of applause ran ringing through the iittld) 
To see the son the vanquished father shield. 
All, fired with generous indignation, strive 
And with a storm of darts, to distance drive 
The Trojan chief, who, held at bay from far. 
On his Vulcanian orb sustained the war. 

As, when thick hail comes nttting in the wind. 
The ploughman, passenger, and labouring hind. 
For shelter to the neighbouring covert fly. 
Or, housed, or safe in hollow caverns, lie ; 
But, that o'erbiown, when heaven above tbem smiles. 
Return to travail, and renew their toils : 
j^neas thus, o'erwhelmM on every side. 
The storm of darts, undaunted, did abide ) 
And tihuB to Lausus loud with friendly threat'ning 

cried :— 

<^ Why wilt thou rush to certain death, and rage 
In rash attempts, beyond thy tender age, 
Betray'd by pious love ?** — ^Nor, thus fbdborne, 
The youth desists, but with insulting scorn 
Provokes the lingering prince, whose patience tired. 
Gave place } ai^ all his breast with fury fired. 
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For now the Fates prepared their sharpen'd shears; 
And lifted high the flaming sword appearsi 
Which,' full descending with a frightful sway, ) 
Through shield andcorsletfQrcedtbeimpetuousway, > 
And buried deep in his fair bosom lay. } 

The purple streams through the thin armour strove. 
And drench'd the embroider'd coathismotherwdve; 
And life at length forsook his heaving heart. 
Loth from so sweet a mansion to depart. 

But when, with blood and paleness all o'erspread, 
The pious prince beheld young Lausus dead, 
He grieved ; he wept, (the sight an image brought 
Of his own filial love, a sadly pleasing thought,) 
Then stretch'd his hand to hold him up, and said :-~ 
" Poor hapless youth ! what praises can be paid 
To love so great, to such transcendent store 
Of early worth, and sure presage of more ? 
Accept whatever JEneas can afford ; 
Untouched thy arms, untaken be thy sword; 
And all that pleased the living, still remain 
Inviolate, and sacred to the slain. 
Thy body on thy parents I bestow. 
To rest thy soul, at least, if shadows know. 
Or have a sense of human things below. 
There to thy fellow-ghosts with glory tell, 
'Twas by the great -ZEneas' hand I fell.'* 
With this, his distant friends he beckons near, 
Provokes their duty, and prevents their fear: 
Himself assists to lift him from the ground. 
With clotted locks, and blood that well'd from out 
the wound. 

Meantime, his father, now no father, stood, 
And washed his wounds, by Tyber's yellow flood t 
Oppressed with anguish, panting, and overspent, 
His fainting limbs against an oak he leant. 

VOL. XV. G 
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A bough hit brazen helmet did sustain ; 
His heavier arms iaj scattered on the plain : 
A chosen train of youth around him stand ; 
His dropping head wis rested on his hand : 
His grisly heard his pensive bosom sought ; 
And all on Lausus ran his restless thouj^t* 
Careful, concerned his danger to prevent. 
He much inquired, and many a message sent 
To warn him from the field — alas ! in vain ! 
Behold, his mournful followers bear him slain ! 
O'er his broad shield still gush'd theyawning wound. 
And drew a bloody trail along the ground. 
Far off he heard their cries, far off divined 
The dine event with a foreboding mind. 
Wiith di;»t he sprinkled first his hoary head ;, 
Then both his lifted hands to heaven he spread ; 
Last, the dear corpse embracing, thus be said : 
" What joys, alas ! could this frail being give. 
That I have been -so covetous to live? 
To see my son, and such a son, resign 
His life, a ransom for preserving mine ? 
And am I then preserved, and art thou lost ? 
How much too dear has that redemption cost! 
'Tis now my bitter banishment I feel : 
This is a wound too deep for time to heal. 
My guilt thy growing virtues did defame ; 
My blackness blotted thy unblemished name. 
Chased from a throne, abandoned, and exiled 
For foul misdeeds, were punishments too mild : 
I owed my peo^de these, and, from their hate, 
With less resentment could have borne my fate. 
And yet I Jive, and yet sustain the sight 
Of hated men, and of more hated light — 
But will not long.*' With that he raised from ground 
His fainting limbs, that stagger'd with his wound; 
Yet, with a mind resolved, and unappall'd 
With pains or perils, foe his courser caird — 



Digitized by 



Google 



MmiSf X. 99 



} 



Well-mouth'd, well-managed, whom himself did 

dress 
With daily care, and mounted with success— 
His aid in arms, his ornament in peace* 

Soothing his courage with a gentle stroke, 
The steed seemM sensible, while thus he spoke :— 
** O Rhoebus ! we have lived too long for me— 
If life and long were terms that could agree. 
This day thou either shalt bring back the head 
And bloody trophies of the Trojan dead-^ 
This day thou either shalt revenge my woe. 
For murder'd Lausus, on his cruel foe ; 
Or, if inexorable Fate deny 
Our conquest, with thy conquerM master die : 
For, after such a lord, I rest secure. 
Thou wilt no foreign reins, orTrojanload,* endure." 
He said ; and straight the officious courser kneels, 
To take his wonted weight. His hands he fills 
With pointed javelins ; on his head he laced 
His glittering helm, which terribly was graced 
With waving horse-hair, nodding from afar ; 
Then spurred his thundering steed amidst the war. 
Love, anguish, wrath, and grief, to madness wrought, 
Despair, and secret shame, and conscious thought 
Of inborn worth, his labouring soul oppressed, 
RolPd in his eyes, and raged within his breast. 
Then loud he called ^neas thrice by name : 
The loud repeated voice to glad ^neas came. 
" Great Jove,*' he said, " and the far-shooting god. 
Inspire thy mind to make thy challenge good !" 



* Dr Carey proposes to read lord, which is doubtless the 
more close translation of 

I dominos dignabere Teucros* 

But all the old editions have load^ which is excellent good sense. 
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He spoke no more, but basten'd, void of fear; 
And threatened with his long protended spear. 

To whom Mezentius thus: — "Thy vauntsare vain* 
My Lausus lies extended on the plain : 
He's lost! thy conquest is already won ; 
~The wretched sire is murder'd id the son. 
Nor fate I fear, but all the gods defy. 
Forbear thy threats : my business is to die; 
But first receive this parting legacy.*' 
He said ; and straight a whirling dart he sent ; 
Another after, and another, went. < 

Round in a spacious ring he i^des the field. 
And vainly plies the impenetrable shield. 
Thrice code he round; and thrice jfEneas wheel 
Turn'd as be turn'd : the golden orb withstood 
The strokes, and bore about an iron wood. 
Impatient of delay, and weary grown, 
Still to defend, and to defend alone. 
To wrench the darts which in his buckler light, 
Urg*d, and o*er-labour'd in unequal fight — 
At length resolved, he throws, with all his force. 
Full at the temples of the warrior horse. 
Just where the stroke Was aim'd, the unerring spear 
Made way, and stood transfixed through either ear. 
Seized with unwonted pain, surprised with fright. 
The wounded steed curvets, and raised upright, 
Lights on his feet before ; his hoofs behind 
Spring up in air aloft, and lash the wind. 
Down eomes the rider headlong from his height : 
His horse came after with unwieldy weight, 
And, floundering forward, pitching on his head. 
His lord's encumbered shoulder overlaid. 

From either host, the mingled shouts and cries 
Of Trojans and Rutulians rend the skies ; 
JEneas, hastening, waved his fatal sword 
High o'er his head, with this reproachful word :— 
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" Now! where are now thy vaunts, the fierce disdain 
Of proud Mezentius, and the lofty strain ?" 

Struggling, and wildly staring on the skies 
With scarce recovered sight, he thus replies : — 
" Why these insulting words, this waste of breath. 
To souls undaunted, and secure of death ? 
*Tis no dishonour for the brave to die : 
Nor came I here with hope of victory ; 
Nor ask I life, nor fought with that design : 
As I had used my fortune, use thou thine. 
My dying son contracted no such band : 
The gift is hateful from his murderer's hand. 
For this, this only favour let me sue. 
If pity can to conquered foes be due. 
Refuse it not j but let my body have 
The last retreat of human kind, a grave. 
Too well I know the insulting people's hate ; 
Protect me from their vengeance after fate : 
This refuge for my poor remains provide. 
And lay my much-loved Lausus by my side." 
He said, and to the sword his throat applied. 
The crimson stream distain'd his arms around. 
And the disdainful soul came rushing through the 
wound.^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



NOTES 



^NEIS, BOOK X. 



NOTE I. 



A choir of Nereids^ &c.— P. 73. 

These were transfonned fi'om ships to sea-nymphs. This is al- 
most as violent a machine, as the death of Arruns by a eoddess 
in the episode of Camilla, But the poet makes use of it with 
greater art; for here it carries on the main design. These 
new-made divinities not only tell iEneas what had passed in his 
camp during his absence, and what was the present distress of 
his besieged people, and that his horsemen, whom he had sent 
by land, were ready to join him at his descent ; but warn him to 
provide for battle the next day, and foretell him good success : 
80 that this episodical machine is properly a part of the great 
poem ; for, besides what I have said, they push on his navy 
with celestial vigour, that it might reach the port more speedily, 
and take the enemy more unprovided to resist the landing ; 
whereas the machine relating to Camilla is only ornamental ; 
for it has no effect, which I can find, but to please the reader, 
who is concerned that her death should be revenged. 

NOTE II. 

NotOy sacred sisters, open all your spring ! 

The Tuscan leaders, and their army, sing, — P. 71. 

The poet here begins to tell the names^of the Tuscan captains 
who followed ^neas to the war ; and I observe him to be very 
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particular in the description of their persons, and not forgetful of 
their manners ; exact also in the relation of the numbers which 
each of them command* I doubt not but, as, in the Fifith Book, 
he gave us the names of the champioas who contended for the se* 
vera! prizes, that he might oblig« many of the most ancient Ro- 
man families, their descendants — and as, in the Seventh Book, he 
mustered the auxiliary forces of the Latins on the same account- 
so herehe gratifies his Tuscan friends with the like remembrancf 
of their ancestors, and, above the rest, Maecenas, his great pa- 
tron, who, being of a royal family in Etruria, was probably re- 
presented under one of the names here mentioned, then known 
among the Romans, though, at so great a distance, unknown to 
us; And, for his sake chiefly, as I guess, he makes ^neas (by 
whom he always means Augustus) to seek for aid in the country 
of Msecenas, thereby to endear his protector to his emperor, as if 
there had been a former fViendship betwixt their lines. And who 
knows, but Maecenas might pretend, that the Cilnian family was 
derived from Tarchon, the chief commander of the Tuscans ? 

Note III. 
N^r /, his mighty strCf emld uoard the U&n. — P. 83, 

I have mentioned this passage in my preface to the iBneis, to 
prove that fate was superior to the ^ods, and that Jove could 
neither defer nor alter its decrees. Sir Robert Howard has since 
been pleased to send me the concurrent testimony of Ovid : it is 
in the last book of his Metamorphoses, where Venus complains 
that her descendant, Julius Caesar, was in danger of being mur- 
dered by Brutus and Cassius, at the head of the commonwealth 
faction, and desires {the gods'] to prevent that barbarous assassi- 
nation. They are moved to compassion ; they are concerned for 
Caesar ; but the poet plainly tells us, that it was not in their power 
to change destiny. All they could do, was to testify their sorrow 
for his approaching death, by foreshewing it with signs and pro- 
digies, as appears by the following lines : — 

TaMa necqtadquam toto Venus anxia caelo 

Verba jaciti superosqtte movei : qui rumpere quanqtuim 

Ferrea nfin possunt veterum decreta sororum, 

S^na tamen luctus dant haud incerta/uturii 

Then she addresses to her father Jupiter, hoping aid from him, 
because he was thought omnipotent. But he, it seems, could do 
as little as the rest ; for he answers thus : 



• sola insuperabile FatuTn, 



Nata, movere paras ? IrUres licet ipsa sororum 
Tecta trium ,♦ cemes illic, molitnine vasto. 
Ex are' et solido rerum tabulariafirrot 
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QtuB neque coneunum emU, nequfjvlmibiii (ram. 
Nee mehiufU vUaMy tuta atque atema^ minas. 
Invtnies itttc, incisa adamante perennit 
Fata ttd generis, Legi ipse, atUmoque notavi: 
Et referamt ne sis eiiamnum ignaraJkOuru 
Hie sua complevii (pro quo, Cytherea, laborasj 
Tempora, perfkcHs, quos terra debuity armis, &c. 

Jupiter, you see, is only library-keeper, or custos roitdorum, 
to the Fates : for he offers his daughter a cast of his office, to 
give her a sight of their decrees, which the inferior gods were 
not permitted to read without his leave. This agrees with what 
I have said already in the preface*; that they, not having seen 
the records, might believe they were his own hand-writing, and 
consequently at his disposing;, either to blot out or alter, as he 
saw convenient. And of this opinion was Juno in those words» 
tuOf qui potesy orsa reflecttis* Now, the abode of those Desti- 
nies being in hell, we cannot wonder why the swearing by Styx 
was an inviolable oath amongst the gods of heaven, and that 
Jupiter himself should fear to be accused of forgery by the 
Fates, if he altered any thing in their decrees ; Chaos, Night, 
and Erebus, being the most ancient of the deities, and institut- 
ing those fundamental laws, by which he was afterwards to go- 
vern. Hesiod gives us the genealogy of the gods ; and I thmk 
I may safely infer the rest. I will only add, that Homer was 
more a fatalist than Virgil : for it has been observed, that the 
word Tt;;^u, or Fortune^ is not to be found in his two poems ; 
but, instead of it, always M«<p«. 



Digitized by 



Google 



iE N E 1 S, 

BOOK XL 

ARGUMENT. 

JEneas erects a trophy of the spoils of Mezentius, grants a truce 
for lurying the dead, and sends home the body of Pallas mth 
great solemnity, Latinus calls a council, to propose offers of 
peace to ^neas ; tahieh occasions great animosity hetmxt Turnup 
and Drances. In the mean time there is a sharp engagement <^ 
the horse; tuherein Camilla signalizes herself, is killed; and ti 
Latine troops are entirely defeated. 

Scarce had the rosy morning raised her head 
Above the waves, and left her wat'ry bed ; 
The pious chief, whom double cares attend 
For his unburied soldiers and his friend, 
Yet first to heaven performed a victor's vows : 
He bared an ancient oak of all her boughs ; 
I'hen on a rising ground the trunk he placed, 
Which with the spoils of his dead foe he graced. 
The coat of arms by proud Mezentius worn. 
Now on a naked snag in triumph borne. 
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Was hung on high, and glittered from afar, 
A trophy sacred to the god of war. 
Above his arms, fix'd on the leafless wood, 
Appear'd his plumy crest, besmeared with blood : 
His brazen buckler on the left was seen ; 
Truncheons of shiver'd lances hung between ; 
And on the right was placed his corslet, bored ; 
And to the neck was tied his unavailing sword. 
A crowd of chiefs enclose the godlike man, 
Who thus, conspicuous in the midst, began : — 
"Our toils, my friends, are crownM with sure success; 
The greater part performed, achieve the less. 
Now follow cheerful to the trembling town j 
Press but an entrance, and presume it won. 
Fear is no more : For fierce Mezentius lies. 
As the first-fruits of war, a sacrifice. 
Turnus shall fall extended on the plain. 
And, in this omen, is already slain. 
Prepared in arms, pursue your happy chance ; 
That none unwarnM may plead his ignorance, 
And I, at heaven's appointed hour, may find 
Your warlike ensigns waving in the wind. 
Meantime the rites and funeral pomps prepare, 
Due to your dead companions of the war — 
The last respect the living can bestow, 
To shield their shadows from contempt below. 
That conquered earth be theirs, forwhichtheyfought. 
And which for us with their own blood they bought. 
But first the corpse of our unhappy friend 
To the sad city of Evander send, 
Who, not inglorious, in his age's bloom 
Was hurried hence by too severe a doom." 

Thus, weeping while he spoke,^ he took his way. 
Where, new in death, lamented Pallas lay. 
Acoetes watched the corpse ; whose youth deserved 
The father's trust ; and now the son he served 
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With equal faith, but less Auspicious care. ^X 

The attendants of the slain his sorrow share. 

A troop of Trojans mix'd with these appear. 

And mourning matrons with dishevelPd hair. 

Soon as the prince appears, they raise a cry ; 

All beat their breasts, and echoes rend the sky* 

They rear his drooping forehead from the ground ; 

But, when ^Sneas view'd the grisly wound 

Which Pallas in his manly bosom bore. 

And the fair flesh distain'd with purple gore ; 

First, melting into tears, the pious man 

Deplored so sad a sight, then thus began :-*- 

" Unhappy youth ! when Fortune gave the rest 

Of my full wishes, she refused the best ! 

She came ; but brought not thee along, to bless 

My longing eyes, and share in my success : 

She grudged thy safe return, the triumphs due 

To prosperous valour, in the public view. 

Not thus I promised, when thy father lent 

Thy needless succour with a sad consent ; 

Embraced me, parting for the Etrurian land, 

Andl^sent me to possess a large command. 

He warn'd, atid from his own experience told. 

Our foes were warlike, disciplined, and bold : 

And now perhaps, in hopes of thy return, 

Hich odours on his loaded altars burn. 

While we, with vain officious pomp, prepare 

To send him back his portion of the war, 

A bloody breathless body, which can owe 

No farther debt, but to the powers below. 

The wretched father, ere his race is run. 

Shall view the funeral honours of his son ! 

These are my triumphs of the Latian war. 

Fruits of my plighted faith and boasted care ! 

And yet, qnhappy sire, thou shalt not see 

A son, whose death disgraced his ancestry : 
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Thou shalt not blush, old man, however grieved : 
Thy Pallas no dishonest wound received. 
He died no death to make thee wish, too late. 
Thou hadst not lived to see his shameful fate. 
But what a champion has the Ausonian coast, 
And what a friend hast thou, Ascanius, lost !'^ 

Thus having mourn'd, he gave the word around. 
To raise the breathless body from the ground ; 
And chose a thousand horse, the flower of all 
His warlike troops, to wait the funeral. 
To bear him back, and share Evander's grief—- 
A well-becoming, but a weak relief. 
Of oaken twigs they twist an easy bier. 
Then on their shoulders the sad burden rear. 
The body on this rural hearse is borne : 
Strew'd leaves and funeral greens the bier adorn. 
All pale he lies, and looks a lovely flower. 
New crept by virgin hands, to dress the bower : 
Unfaded yet, but yet unfed below. 
No more to mother earth or thegreen stem shall owe. 
Then two fair vests, of wondrous work and cost. 
Of purple woven, and with gold emboss'd, ^*- 
For ornament the Trojan hero brought. 
Which with her hands Sidonian Dido wrought. 
One vest array'd the corpse ; and one they spread 
O'er his closed eyes, and wrappM around his head. 
That, when the yellow hair in flame should fall. 
The catching Are might burn the golden caul. 
Besides, the spoils of foes in battle slain. 
When he descended on the Latian plain — 
Arms, trappings, horses — ^by the hearse are led 
In long array — the achievements of the dead. 
Then pinionM with their hands behind, appear 
The unhappy captives, marching in the rear. 
Appointed ofierings in the victor's name. 
To sprinkle with their blood the funeral flame. 
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Inferior trophies by the chiefs are borne ; 
Gauntlets and helms their loaded hands adorn ; 
And fair inscriptions fix'd, and titles read 
Of Latian leaders conquered by the dead. 

Acoetes on his pupil's corpse attends, 
With feeble steps, supported by his friends. 
Pausing at every pace, in sorrow drown'd. 
Betwixt their arms he sinks upon the ground ; 
Where grovelling while he lies in deep despair. 
He beats his breast, and rends his hoary hair. 
The champion's chariot next is seen to roll, 
Besmear'd with hostile blood, and honourably foul. 
To close the pomp, j^thon, the steed of state^ 
Is led, the funerals of his lord to wait. 
Stripped of his trappings, with a sullen pace 
Hewalks; and the big tears run rolling downhisface. 
The lance of Pallas, and the crimson crest. 
Are borne behind : — the victor sciz'd the rest. 
The march begins : the trumpets hoarsely sound ; 
The pikes and lances trail along the ground. 
Thus while the Trojan and Arcadian horse 
To Pallantean towers direct their course. 
In long procession rank'd ; the pious chief 
Stopp'd in the rear, and gave a vent to grief:— 
" The public care," he said, " which war attends. 
Diverts our present woes, at least suspends. 
Peace with the manes of great Pallas dwell ! 
Hail, holy reliques ! and a last farewell !" 
He said no more, but, inly though he mourn'd. 
Restrained his tears, and to the camp returned. 

Now suppliants, from Laurentum sent, demand 
A truce, with olive-branches in their hand; 
Obtest his clemency, and from the plain 
Beg leave to draw the bodies of their slain. 
They plead, that none those common rites deny 
To conquer'd foes, that in fair battle die. 
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All cause of hate was ended in their death ; 
Nor could he war with bodies void of breath. 
A king, they hoped, would hear a king's request. 
Whose son ne once was calPd, and once his guest. 

Their suit, which was too just to be denied, 
The hero grants, and farther thus replied : — 
<< O Latian princes! how severe a fate 
In causeless quarrels has involved your state, 
And arm'd against an unoffending man, 
Who sought your friendship ere the war began ! 
You beg a truce, which I would gladly give^ 
Not only for the slain, but those who live. 
I came not hither but by heaven's command. 
And sent by fate to share the Latian land. 
Nor wage I wars unjust : your king denied 
My projffer'd friendship, and my promised bride ; 
Left me for Turnus. Tumus then should try 
His cause in arms, to conquer or to die. 
My right and his are in dispute : the slain 
Fell without fault, our quarrel to maintain. 
In equal arms let us alone contend ; 
And let him vanquish, whom his fates befriend. 
This is the way (so tell him) to possess 
The royal virgin, and restore the peace. 
Bear this my message back — with ample leave. 
That your slain friends may funeral rites receive." 

Thus having said — ^the ambassadors, amazed. 
Stood mute a while, and on each other gazed. 
Drances, their chief, who harboured in his breast 
Long hate to Turnus, as his foe professed. 
Broke silence first, and to the god-like man. 
With graceful action bowing, thus began : — 

** Auspicious prince, in arms a mighty name. 
But yet whose actions far transcend your fame ! 
Would I your justice or your force express. 
Thought can but equal i and all words are less. 
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Your answer we shall thankfully relate, 
And fiivours granted to the Latian state* 
If wish'd success our labour shall attend. 
Think peace concluded, and the king your friend: 
Let Tumus leave the realm to your command. 
And seek alliance in some other land : 
Build you the city which your fates assign ; 
We shall be proud in the great work to join.** 
Thus Drances ; and his words so well persuade 
The rest empowered, that soon a truce is made. 
Twelve days the term allowed : and, during those, 
Latians and Trojans, now no longer foes, 
MixM in the woods, for funeral piles prepare 
To fell the timber, and forget the war. 
Loud axes through the groaning groves resound ; 
Oak, mountain-ash, and poplar, spread the ground; 
Firs fall from high ; and some the trunks receive 
In loaden wains ; with wedges some they cleave. 

And now the fatal news by Fame is blown 
Through the short circuit ot th&«Arcadian town. 
Of FaUas slain, — ^by Fame, which just before 
His triumphs on distended pinions bore. 
Rushing from out the gate, the people stand. 
Each with a funeral flambeau in his hand. 
Wildly they stare, distracted with amaze : 
The fields are lightened with a fiery blaze. 
That casts a sullen splendour on their friends-— 
The marching troop which their dead princeattends. 
Both parties meet: they raise a doleful cry ; 
The matrons from the walls with shrieks reply. 
And their mixM mourning rends the vaulted sky. 
The town is fiird with tumult and with tears. 
Till the loud clamours reach Evander's ears : 
Forgetful of his state, he runs along. 
With a disordered pace, and cleaves the throng ; 
Falls on the corpse ; and groaning there he lies. 
With silent grief, that speaks but at his eyes. 
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Short sighs and sobs succeed ; till sorrow breaks 
A passage, and at once he weeps and speaks :— 
" O Pallas ! thou hast faiPd thy plightedword ! 
To fight with caution, not to tempt the sword, 
I warnM thee, but in vain ; for well I knew 
What perils youthful ardour would pursue — 
That boiling blood would carry thee too far. 
Young as thou wert in dangers, raw to war ! 
O curs'd essay of arms ! disastrous doom ! 
Prelude of bloody fields, and fights to come ! 
Hard elements oi inauspicious war ! 
Vain vows to heaven, and unavailing care ! 
Thrice happy thou, dear partner of my bed ! 
Whose holy soul the stroke of fortune fled — 
Praascious of ills, and leaving me behind, 
To drink the dregs of life by fate assigned. 
Beyond the goal of nature I have gone : 
My Pallas late set out, but reached too soon. 
If, for my league against the Ausonian state. 
Amidst their waipons I had found my fate, 
(Deserved from them,) then I had been returned 
A breathless victor, and my son had moum'd. 
Yet will I not my Trojan friend upbraid. 
Nor grudge the alliance I so gladly made. 
'Twas not his fault, my Pallas fell so young. 
But my own crime for having lived too loiig. 
Yet, since the gods had destined him to die, 
At least, he led the way to victory : 
First for his friends he won the fatal shore, 1 

And sent whole herds of slaughtered foes before-*- > 
A death too great, too glorious to deplore. J 

Nor will I add new honours to thy grave. 
Content with those the Trojan hero gave— 
That funeral pomp thy Phrygian friends design'd, 
In which the Tuscan chiefs and army join'd. 
Great spoils and trophies gaiii'd by thee they bear : 
Then let thy own achievements be thy share. 
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t Even thou, O Turnus, hadst a trophy stood, 
Whose mighty trunk had better graced the wood. 
If Pallas had arrived, with equal length 
Of years, to match thy bulk with equal strength. 
But why, unhappy man ! dost thou detain 
" These troops, toviewthe tears thou shedd'st in vain ? 
Go, friends ! this message to your lord relate : 
Tell him, that, if I bear my bitter fate. 
And, after Pallas* death, live lingering on, 
'Tis to behold his vengeance for my son. 
I stay for Turnus, whose devoted head 
Is owing to the living and the dead. 
My son and I expect it from his hand ; * 
'Tis all that he can give, or we demand. 
Joy is no more ; but I would gladly go. 
To greet my Pallas with such news below.*' 

The morn had now dispelled the shades of night. 
Restoring toils, when she restored the light. 
The Trojan king, and Tuscan chief, command 
To raise the piles along^ the winding strand. 
Their friends convey the dead to funeral fires ; 
Black smouldering smoke from the green wood 

expires ; 
The light of heaven is choked, and the new day 

retires. 

Then thrice around the kindled piles they go j 
(For ancient custom had ordain'd it so ;) 
Thrice horse and foot about the fires are led ; 
And thrice, with loud laments, they hail the dead. 
.Tears, trickling down their breasts, bedew the 

ground. 
And drums and trumpets mix their mournful sound. 
Amid the blaze, their pious brethren throw 
The spoils, in battle taken from the foe — 
Helms, bitts emboss'd, and swords of shining steel j 
One casts a target, ofle a chariot-wheel ; 
Some to their fellows their own arms restore— 
The faulchions which in luckless fight they bore, 
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Tbeir1>uoklerB pierced, their darts be9t<yw'd in Yniii, 
And shtver'd lanoes gathered from the plain. 
AV^hole herds of ofier'd bulls, about the fire, 
And bristled boar^i and woolly sheep expire. . 
Around the piles a careful troop attends, 
To watch the wasting flames, and weep their burn- 
ing friends—* 
Lingering aloi\g the shore, tiM dewy aight 
New decks the face of hearen with starry light* 

The conquered Latians, with like pious care, 
Piles without number for their dead prepare. 
Part, in the places where they fell, are laid ; 
And part are to the neighbouring fields coovey'd. 
The corps of kings, and captains of renown^ 
Borne off in state, are buried in the town ; 
The rest, unhonour'd, and without a name, 
Are cast a common heap to feed the flame. 
Trojans and Latians vie with like desires 
To make the field of battle shine with fires. 
And the promiscuous blaze to heaven aspires. 
Now bad the morning thrice renew'd the Hgh^ 
And thrice dispelled die shadows of the nigto. 
When those who round the wasted fires remain. 
Perform the last sad qfSce to the slain. 
They rake the yet warm ashes from below } 
These, and the bones unburn'd, in earth bestow : 
These reliques with their country rites they grace. 
And raise a mount of turf to mark the place. 

But, in the palace of the king, appears 
A scene more solemn, and a pomp <^ tears. 
Maids, matrons, widows, mix their common moans ; 
Ofphans their sires, and sires lament their sons. 
All in that universal sorrow share. 
And curse the cause of this unhappy war«^ 
A broken league, a bride unjustly sought, 
A crown usurp'd, which with their blo^ is bought I 
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These are the crimes^ with which they load the name 

Of Turnus, and on him alone exclaim :*^ 

'< Let him^ who lords it o'er the Auaonian land, 

Engage the Trojan hero hand to hand : 

His ifi the gain ; our lot is but to serve ; 

'Tis just, the sway he seeks, he should deserve/* 

This Drances aggravates ; and adds, with spite. 

His foe expects, and dares him to the fight. 

Nor Tumus wants a party, to support 

His cause and credit in the Latian court. 

His former acts secure his present fame. 

And the queen shades him with her mighty name. 

While thus their factious minds with fury bum. 
The legates from the iEtolian prince return : 
Sad news they bring, that, after all the cost 
And care employed, their embassy is lost ; 
That Diomede refused his aid in war, 
Unmoved with presents, and as deaf to prayer. 
Some new alliance must elsewhere be sought. 
Or peace with Troy on hard conditions bought. 

Latinus, sunk in sorrow, finds too late, 
A foreign son is pointed out by fate ; 
And, till JSneas shall Lavinia wed. 
The wrath of heaven is hovering o'er his head. 
The gods, he saw, espoused the juster side, 
When late their titles inHhe field were tried : 
Witness the fresh laments, and funeral tearsundried< 

Thus full of anxious thought, he summons all 
The Latian senate to the council-hall. 
The princes come, commanded by their head. 
And crowd the paths that to the palace lead. 
Supreme in power, and reverenced for his years, 
He takes the throne, and in the midst appearst. 
Majestically sad, he sits in state. 
And bids his envoys their success relate. 

When Venulus began, the murmuring sound 
Was hush'd, and sacred silence reign'd around. 
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*• Webave/' saidbe, <*perforin^dyourhtghcominand» 

And pass'd with peril a long tract of land : 

We reacbM tbe place desired ; witb wonder filled, 

Tbe Grecian tents and rising towers bebeld. 

Great Diomede bas compass'd round with walls 

Tbe city, which Argyripa be calls, 

From his own Argos named. We touchM witb joy, 

The royal hand that razed unhappy Troy. 

When introduced, our presents first we bring. 

Then crave an instant audience from tbe king. 

His leave obtain'd, our native soil we name. 

And tell the important cause for which we came. . 

Attentively he heard us, while we spoke ; 

Then, with soft accents, and a pleasing look. 

Made this return : — < Ausonian race, of old 

Renown'd for peace, and for an age pf gold, 

What madness lias your altered minds possessed. 

To change for war hereditary rest. 

Solicit arms unknown, and tempt tbe sword — 

A needless ill, your ancestors abborrM ? 

We — for myself I speak, and all tbe name 

Of Grecians, who to Troy's destruction camC"-* 

^Omitting those who were in battle slain. 

Or borne by rolling Simo'is to the main,) 

Not one but sufier'd, and too dearly bought 

Tbe prize of honour whieh in arms he sought ; 

Some doom'd to death, and some in exile driven. 

Outcasts, abandoned by the care of heaven— 

So worn, so wretched, so despised a crew. 

As even old Priam might with pity view.^ 

Witness the vessels by Minerva toss'd 

In storms — ^the vengeful Capharean coast — 

The Euboean rocks — the prince, whose brother led 

Our armies to revenge his itijured bed. 

In Egypt lost. Ulysses, with his men. 

Have seen Charybdis, and the Cyclops' den. 
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Why should I name Idomeneus, in vain 
Restored to sceptres, and expell d again ? 
Or young Achilles, by his rival slain ? 
Even he, the king of men, the foremost name 
Of all the Greeks, and most renown'd by fame, . 
The proud revenger of another's wife, 
Yet by his own adulteress lost his life — 
Fell at his threshold ; and the spoils of Troy 
The foul polluters of his bed enjoy. 
The gods have envied me the sweets of life, 
My much loved country, and my more loved wife : 
Banish'd from both, I mourn ; while in the sky. 
Transformed to birds, my lost companions fly : 
Hovering about the coasts, they make their moan^ 
And cuff the cliffs with pinions not their own. 
What squalid spectres, in the dead of night, 
Break my short sleep, and skim before my sight ! 
I might have promised to myself those harms, 
Mad as I was, when I, with mortal arms. 
Presumed against immortal powers to move. 
And violate with wounds the queen of love. 
Such arms this hand shall never more employ. 
No hate remains with me to ruin'd Troy. 
I war not with its dust ; nor am I glad 
To think of past events, or good or bad. 
Your presents I return : whatever you bring 
To buy my friendship, send the Trojan king. 
We met in fight : I know him, to my cost : 
With what a whirling force his lance he tossM ! 
Heavens ! what a spring was in his arm, to throw ! 
How high he held his shield, and rose at every blow! 
Had Troy produced two more his match in might, 
They would have changed the fortune of the fight : 
The invasion of the Greeks had been returned, 
Our empire wasted, and our cities burn'd. 
The long defence the Trojan people made, 
The war protracted, and the siege delay'd. 
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Were due to Hector's md this hero's hand : 
Both brave alike, and equal in cooomatid > 
^neas, not inferior in the field. 
In pious reverence to the gods exceird. 
A^ake peace, ye Latians, and avoid with care 
The impending dangers of a fatal war/ 
He said no more ; but with this cold e^icuse, 
Refused the alliance, and advised a truce/' 

Thus Venulus concluded his report. 
A jarring murmur fiU'd the factious court : 
As, when a torrent rolls with rapid force. 
And dashes o'er the stones that stop the course. 
The flood, constrained within a scanty space, 
Roars horrible along the uneasy race ; 
White foam in gathering eddies floats around ; 
The rocky shores rebellow to the sound. 

The murmur ceased : then from his lofty throne 
The king invoked the gods, and thus begun : 
" I wish, ye Latians, what we now debate 
Had been resolved before it was too late. 
Much better had it been for you and me. 
Unforced by this our last necessity, 
To have been earlier wise, than now to call 
A council, when the foe surrounds the walK 
O citizens ! we wage unequal war. 
With men, not only heaven's peculiar care. 
But heaven's own race-^unconquered in the field. 
Or, conquer'd, yet unknowing hpw to yield. 
What hopes you had in Diomede, lay down : 
Our hopes must centre in ourselves alone. 
Yet those how feeble, and, indeed, how vain, , 
You see too well ; nor need my words explain--^ 
Vanquish'd without resource— laid flat by fate- 
Factions within, a foe without the gate ! 
Not but I grant that all perform'd their parts 
With manly force, and with undaunted hearts: 
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With our united strragth the wat we waged ; 
With equal numbers, equal arois, engaged : 
You see the event.-— Now hear what I propose. 
To save cmr friends, and satisfy our foes. 
A tract of land the Lattans have possessed 
Along the Tyber, stretching to the west. 
Which now Rutuliana and Auruncans till. 
And their mixM cattle graze the fruitful hill. 
Those mountains filled with firs, that lower land. 
If you consent, the Trojans shidl command, 
Call'd into part of what is ours ; and there. 
On terms agreed, the common country share. 
There let them build and settle, if they please ; 
Unless they chuse once more to cross the seas^ 
In search of seats remote from Italy, 
And from unwelcome inmates set us free. ^ 

Then twice ten galleys let us build with speed. 
Or twice as- many more, if more they need. 
Materials are at hand : a well-grown wood 
Runs equal with the margin of the flood : 
Let them the number and the form assign ; 
The care and cost of all the stores be mine. 
To treat the peace, a hundred senators 
Shall be commission'd hence with ample powers. 
With olive crownM : the presents they shall bear, 1 
A purple robe, a royal ivory chair, > 

And all the marks of sway that Latian monarchs wear, } 
And sums of gold. Among yourselves debate 
This great affair, and save the sinking state.'* 
Then Drances took the word, who grudged, long 
stQce» 
The rising glories of the Daunian prince 
Factious and rich, bold at the council-board, V 
But cautious in the field, he shunnM the sword**-** > 
A close caballer, and tongue-valiant lord. } 

Noble his mother was, and near the throne ; 
But, what his father's parentage, unknown. 
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He rose, and took the advantage of the times, 
To load young Turnus with invidious crimes. 
" Such truths, O king/' said he, " yourwordscontain. 
As strike the sense, and all replies are vain ; 
Nor are your loyal subjects now to seek 
What common needs require, but fear to speak. 
Let him give leave of speech, that haughty man. 
Whose pride this inauspicious war began ; 
For whose ambition, (let me dare to say. 
Fear set apart, though death is in my way,) 
The plains of Latium run with blood around ; 
So many valiant heroes bite the ground ; 
Dejected grief in every face appears ; 
A town in mourning, and a land in tears ; 
While he, the undoubted author of our harms. 
The man who menaces the gods with arms. 
Yet, after all his boasts, forsook the fight, 
And sought his safety in ignoble flight. 
Now, best of kings, since you propose to send 
Such bounteous presents to your Trojan friend ; 
Add yet a greater at our joint request. 
One which he values more than all the rest : 
Give him the fair Lavinia for his bride ; 
With that alliance let the league be tied, 
And for the bleeding land a lasting peace provide. 
Let insolence no longer awe the throne ; 
But, with a father's right, bestow your own. 
For this maligner of the general good. 
If still we fear his force, he must be woo'd ; 
His haughty godhead we with prayers implore. 
Your sceptre to release, and our just rights restore. 
O cursed cause of all our ills ! must we 
Wage wars unjust, and fall in fight, for thee ? 
What right hast thou to rule the Latian state. 
And send us out to meet our certain fate ? 
*Tis a destructive war : from Turnus* hand 
Our peace and public safety we demand. 
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Let the fair bride to the brave chief remain ; 
If not, the petece, without the pledge, is vain. 
Turnus, I know you think me not your friend. 
Nor will I much with your belief contend : 
I beg your greatness not to give the law 
In other realms, but, beaten, to withdraw. 
Pity your own, or pity our estate ; 
Nor twist our fortunes with your sinking fate. 
Your interest is, the wiar should never cease ; 
But we have felt enough, to wish the peace — 
A land exhausted to the last remains. 
Depopulated towns, and driven plains. 
Yet, if desire of fame, and thirst of power, 
A beauteous princess, with a crown in dower. 
So fire your mind, in arms assert your right. 
And meet your foe, who dares you to the fight. 
Mankind, it seems, is made for you alone ! 
We, but the slaves who mount you to the throne— 
A base ignoble crowd, without a name, 
Unwept, unworthy of the funeral flame. 
By duty bound to forfeit each his life. 
That Turnus may possess a royal wife! 
Permit not, mighty man, so mean a crew 
Should share such triumphs, and detain from you 
The post of honour, your undoubted due. 
Rather alone your matchless force employ. 
To merit what alone you must enjoy." 

These words, so full of malice mix'd with art, 
Inflamed with rage the youthful hero's heart. 
Then groaning from the bottom of his breast. 
He heaved for wind, and thus his wrath expressed :- 
" You, Drances, never want a stream of words. 
Then, when the public need requires our swords. 
First in the council-hall to steer the state. 
And ever foremost in a tongue-debate. 
While our strong walls secure us from the foe. 
Ere yet with blood our ditches overflow j 
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But let tlie ffotent orator deelakn* 
And with the brand of coward bIot4iiy name;. 
Free leave is given him, when his fetal hand \ 
Has coverM with more corps the sanguine strand» > 
And high aa mine hts to^weriog trophies stand. J 
If any doubt remains^ who dares the most. 
Let us decide it at the Trojans' cost, 
And issue both a-breast» where honour caUsr~ 
(Foes are not far to seek without, the walls,) 
Unlesa his noiaj tongue can only fight. 
And feet were given htm but to speed his flight.^ 
I beaten from the field? I forced away? 
Who, but so known a dastard, dares to say ? 
Had he but even beheld the fight, his eyes 
Had witnessed for me what his tongue denies--*- 
What heaps of Trojans by this hand were slain, 
And how the bloody Tybet swell'd the main. 
All saw, but he, the Arcadian troops retire. 
In scattered squadrons, and their prince expire. 
The giant brothers, in their camp, have found 
I was not forced with ease to quit my ground. 
Not such the Trojans tried me, when, enclos'^d, 
I singly their umted arms opposed— 
firat forced an entrance through their thick array> 
Then glutted with their slaughter, freed my way. 
'Tis a destructive war ? So let it be. 
But to the Phrygian pirate, and to thee ! 
Meantime proceed to fill the people's ears 
With false reports, their minds with panic fears : 
Extol the strength of a twice^conquer^d race ; 
Our foea encourage, and our friends debase^ 
Believe thy fables, and the Trojan town 
Triumphant stands ; the Gr^ians are overthrown ; 
Suppliant at Hector's feet Achilles lies. 
And Diomede from fierce j£neas flies ! 
Say, rapid Aufidus with awful dread 
Runs backward from the sea, and hid^ his bead. 
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When the great Trojan on his bank appears ; 

For that's as true as thy dissembled fears 

Of my revenge : dismiss that vanity : 

TbOu, Drances, art below a death from me. 

Let that vile soul in that vile body rest ; 

The lodging is wdl worthy of the guest. 

Now, royal father, to the present state 

Of our affairs, and of this high debate— 

If in your arms thus early you diffide. 

And think your fortune is already tried ; 

If one defeat has brought us down so low. 

As never more in fields to meet the foe ; 

Then I conclude for peace : His time to treat, 

And lie like vassals at the victor's feet. 

But, oh ! if any ancient blood remains^ 

One drop of all our fathers, in our veins. 

That man would I prefer before the rest. 

Who dared his death with an undaunted breast ; 

Who comely fell by no dishonest wound. 

To shun that sight, and, dying, gnaw'd the ground. 

But, if we still have fresh recruits in store. 

If our confederates can afford us more ; 

If the contended field we bravely fougbti 

And not a bloodless victory was bought ; 

Their losses equall'd ours ; and, for their slain. 

With equal fires they filPd the shining plain ; 

Why thus, unforced, should we so tamely yield. 

And, ere the trumpet sounds, resign the field ? 

Good unexpected, evils unforeseen. 

Appear by turns, as fortune shifts the scene. 

Some, raised aloft, come tumbling down amain ; 

Then fall so hard, they bound and rise again. 

If Diomede refuse his aid to lend. 

The great Messapus yet remains our friend : 

Tolqmnius, who foretells events, is ours : 

The Italian chiefs, and princes, join their powers : 
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Nor least in number, nor in name the last, 

Your own brave subjects have our cause embraced. 

Above the rest, the Volscian Amazon 

Contains an army in herself alone. 

And heads a squadron, terrible to sight. 

With glittering shields, in brazen armour bright. 

Yet, if the foe a single fight demand, 

And I alone the public peace withstand j 

If you consent, he shall not be refused, 

Nor find a hand to victory unused. 

This new Achilles, let him take the field, ^ 

With fated armour, and Vulcanian shield ! 

For you, my royal father, and my fame, 

I, Turnus, not the least of all my name. 

Devote my soul. He calls me hand to hand ; 

And I alone will answer his demand. 

Drances shall rest secure, and neither share 

The danger, nor divide the prize, of war.** 

While they debate, nor thes§ nor those will yield, 
JEneas draws his forces to the field. 
And moves his camp. The scouts with flying speed 
Return, and through the frighted city spread 
The unpleasing news, — " The Trojans are descried. 
In battle marching by the river-side. 
And bending to the town.** They take the alarm : 
Some tremble, some are bold ; all in confusion arm. 
The impetuous youth press forward to the field ; 
They clash the sword, and clatter on the shield : 
The fearful matrons raise a screaming cfy ; 
Old feeble men with fainter groans reply ; 
A jarring sound results, and mingles in the sky. 
Like that of swans remurmuring to the floods. 
Or birds of differing kinds in hollow woods. 
Turnus the occasion takes, and cries aloud : — 
" Talk on, ye quaint haranguers of the crowd : 
Declaim in praise of peace, when danger calls. 
And the fierce foes in arms approach the walls.*' 



i: 



Digitized by 



Google 



He said, and, turning short with speedy pace, 
Casts back a scornful glance, and quits the place.-*^ 
" Thou, Volusus, the Volscian troops command 
To mount ; and lead thyself our Ardean band. 
Messapus, and Catillus, post your force 
Along the fields, to charge the Trojan horse. 
Some guard the passes, others man the wall ; 
Brawn up in arms, the rest attend my call.'' 

They swarm from every quarter of the town. 
And with disordered haste the rampires crown. 
Good old Latinus, when he saw, too late. 
The gathering storm just breaking on the state, 
Bismiss'd the council till a fitter time. 
And own'd his easy temper as his crime. 
Who, forced against his reason, had complied 
To break the treaty for the promised bride. 
Some help to sink new trenches ; ^ others aid 
To ram the stones, or raise the palisade. 
Hoarse trumpets sound the alarm; around the walls 
Runs a distracted crew, whom their last labour calls. 
A sad procession in the streets is seen. 
Of matrons, that attend the mother queen : 
High in her chair she sits, and, at her side. 
With downcast eyes appears the fatal bride. 
They mount the cliff, where Pallas' temple stands ; 
Prayers in their mouths, and presents in their hands. 
With censers, first they fume the sacred shrine. 
Then in this common supplication join : — 
" O patroness of arms ! unspotted maid ! 
Propitious hear, and lend thy Latians aid ! 
Break short the pirate's lance ; pronounce his fate. 
And lay the Phrygian low before the gate." 

Now Turnus arms for fight. His back and breast 
Well-temper'd steel and scaly brass invest : 
The cuishes, which his brawny thighs infold. 
Are mingled metal damask'd o'er with gold* 
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His faithful faulchion sits upon his side } 
Nor casque, nor crests his manly features hide : 
But, bare to view, amid surrounding friends. 
With godlike grace, he from the tower descends. 
Exulting in his strength, he seems to dare 
His absent rival, and to promise wan 

Freed from his keepers, thus, with broken reins, 
The wanton courser prances o'er the plains. 
Or in the pride of youth o'erleaps the mounds^ 
And snufis the females in forbidden gi*ounds, 
Or seeks his watering in the well-known flood, 
To quench his thirst, and cool his fiery blood : 
He swims luxuriant in the liquid plain. 
And o'er his shoulder flows his waving mane : 
He neighs, he snorts, he bears his head on high} 
Before his ample chest the frothy waters fly. 

Soon as the prince appears without the gate. 
The Volscians, and their virgin leader, wait 
His last commands. Then, with a graceful mien, 
Lights from her lofty steed the warrior queen : 
Her squadron imitates, and each descends ; 
Whose common suit Camilla thus commends :— « 
** If sense of honour, if a soul secure 
Of inborn worth, that can all tests endure. 
Can promise aught, or on itself rely 
Greatly to dare to conquer or to die ; 
Then, I alone, sustain^ by these, will meet 
The Tyrrhene troops, and promise their defeat* 
Ours be the danger, ours the sole renown : 
You, general, stay behind, and guard the town." 
Turnus a while stood mute with glad surprise, 
And on the fierce virago fix'd his eyes. 
Then thus returned : — " O grace of Italy i 
With what becoming thanks can I reply ? 
Not only words lie labouring in my breast, 
But thought itself is by thy praise oppressed. 
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Yet rob me not of all $ but let im jmdi 

My toils, my hazard^ and my fame, with thine. 

The Trojan, not in stratagem unskilled. 

Sends his light horse before to scour the field : 

Himself^ through steep ascents and thorny brakes, 

A larger compass to the city takes. 

This news my scouts confirm : and I {^epare 

To foil his cunning, and his force to dare; 

With chosen foot hts passage to forelay. 

And place an ambush in the winding way. 

Thou, with thy Volscians, face the Tuscan horse : 

The brave Messapas shall thy troops enforce 

With those of Tibur, and the Latian band. 

Subjected all to thy supreme command/^ 

This said, he warns Messapus to the war. 
Then every chief exhorts with equal care. 
All thus encouraged, his own troops be joins. 
And hastes to prosecute his deep designs. 

Enclosed with hills, a winding valley lies. 
By nature formed for fraud, and fitted for surprise. 
A narrow track, by human steps untrode. 
Leads, through perplexing thorns, to this obscure 

abode. 
High o'er the vale a steepy mountain stands. 
Whence the surveying sight the nether ground com* 

mands. 
The top is level — an offensive seat 
Of war ; and from the war a safe retreat : 
For, on the right and lefl, is room to press 
The foes at hand, or fix>m afar distress ; 
To drive them headlong downward j and to pour. 
On their descending backs, a stony shower. 
Thither young Turnus took the weil-known way. 
Possessed the pass, and in blind ambush lay. 

Meantime, Latonian Phoebe, from the skies, 

Beheld the approaching war with hateful eyes, 
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And callM the lightfoot Opts to her aid^ 
Her most beloved and ever-trusty maid ; 
Then with a sigh began :— '* Camilla goes 
To meet her death amidst her fatal foes-— 
The nymph I loved of all my mortal train, 
Invested with Diana's arms, in vain* 
Nor is my kindness for the virgin new : 
*Twas born with her; and with her years it grew^ 
Her father Metabus, when forced away 
From old Privernum for tyrannic sway, 
Snatch'd up, and saved from his prevailing foes. 
This tender babe, companion of his woes. 
CasmiUa was her mother ; but he drown'd 
One hissing letter in a softer sound. 
And call'd Camilla.. Through the woods he flies } 
Wrapped in his robe the royal infant lies. 
His foes in sight, he mends his weary pace ; 
With shouts and clamours they pursue the chase. 
The banks of Amasene at length he gains : 
The raging flood his farther flight restrains^ 
Raised o'er the borders with unusual rains. 
Prepared to plunge into the stream, he fears. 
Not for himself, but for the charge he bears. 
Anxious, he stops a while, and thinks in haste. 
Then, ^desperate in distress, resolves at last. 
A knotty lance of well-boil'd oak he bore j 
The middle part with cork he cover'd o'er : 
He closed the child within the hollow space ; 
With twigs of bending osier bound the case. 
Then poised the spear, heavy with human weight, . 
And thus invoked my favour for the freight : — 
* Accept, great goddess of the woods, (he said), 
Sent by her sire, this dedicated maid ! 
Through air she flies a suppliant to thy shrine ;. 
And the flrst weapons that she knows, are thine.' 
He said ; and with full force the spear he threw : 
Above the sounding waves Camilla flew. 
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Then, pressed by foes, he stemmM the stormy tide, 

And gain'd, by stress of arms, the farther side. 

His fastened spear he pullM from out the ground, 
^ And, victor of his vows, his infant nymph unbound y 

Nor, after that, in towns which walls enclose. 

Would trust his hunted Kfe amidst his foes ; 

But, rough, in open air he chose to lie ; 

Earth was bis couch, his covering was the sky. 

On hills unshorn, or in a desert den. 

He shunn'd the dire society of men. 

A shepherd's solitary life he led } 

His daughter with the milk of mares he fed. 

The dugs of bears, and every savage beast. 

He drew, and through her lips the liquor press'^d. 

The little Amazon could scarcely go— - 

He loads her with a quiver and a bow ; 

And, that she might her staggering steps command. 

He with a slender javelin fills her hand. 

Her flowing hair no golden fillet bound ; 
Nor swept her trailing robe the dusty ground. 
Instead of these, a tyger's hide o*erspread 

Her back and shoulders, fastened to her head« 
The flying dart she first attempts to fling. 
And round her tender temples tossM the sling ; 
Then, as her strength with yearsincreaseld, began 
To pierce aloft in air the soaring swan. 
And from the clouds to fetch the heron and thecrane 
The Tuscan matrons with each other vied, 
To bless their rival sons with such a bride : 
But she disdains their love, to share with roe 
The sylvan shades, and vow'd virginity. 
And, oh ! 1 wish, contented with ray cares 
Of savage spoils, she had not sought the wars : 
Then had she been of my celestial train, 
And shunnM the fate that dooms her to be slain. 
But since, opposing heaven's decree, she goes 
To find her death among forbidden foes, 
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Haste with these arms^ and take thy steepy fli^ht» 

Where, with the gods adverse, the Latins fight. 

This bow to thee» this quiver^ I bequeath. 

This chosen arrow, to revenge her death : 

By whate'ter hand Camilla shall be slain> 

Or of the Trojan or Italian train, 

Let him not pass unpunisbM from the plairr. 

Then, in a hollow cloud, myself will aid 

To bear the breathless body of my maid : 

UnspoilM shall be ber arms, and unprofaned 

Her holy limbs with any human band. 

And in a marble tomb laid in her native land. 

Shesaid. Thefaithfulny mph descends from high 1 
With rapid flight, and cuts the sounding sky: > 
Black cloudsand stormy winds around her body fly» J 

By this, the Troian and tbe Tuscan horse. 
Drawn up in squadrons, with united force 
Approach the walls : the sprightly coursers boun^ 
Press forward on their bits, and shift their ground* 
Shields, arms, and spears, flash horribly from far j. 
And the fields glitter with a waving war* 
Opposed to these, come on with furious force 
Messapus, Coras, and the Latian horse i 
These in the body placed, on either hand 
Sustain^ and closed by fair Camilla^s band. 
Advancing in a Une, tbey couch their spears f. 
And less and less the middle space appears. 
Thick smoke obscures tbe field ; and scarce are seen 
The neighing coursers, and the shouting men. 
In distance of their darts they stop their course ; 
Then man to man they rush, and horse to horse» 
The face of heaven their fiying ^velins hide,. 
And deaths unseen are dealt on either side 
Tyrrhenus, and Aconteiis void of fear. 
By mettled coursers borne in full career. 
Meet first opposed y and, with a mighty shock. 
Their horses*^ heads against each pther knock. 
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f^ar from bis steed h fierce Acontens cast^ 
As with an engine's farce, or Hgbtning's blast : 
He rolls along m bloody and breathes his last. 
The Latin squadrons take a sudden fright, 
And sling their shields behind^ to save their backs 

in flights 
Spurring at speed, to their own walls they drew j 
Close in the rear the Tuscan troops pursue, 
And urge their ffigbt : Asylas leads the chase i 
Till, seized with shame, they wheel about, and fkcef 
Receive their foes, and raise a threatening cry. 
The Tuscans take their turn to fear and fly# 

So swelling surges, with a thundering roar. 
Driven on each other's backs, insult the shore, 
Bound o'er the rocks, encroach upon the land, 
And fyiV upon the beach eject the sand. 
Then backward, with a swing, they take their way, 
Repulsed frotn upper ground, and seek their mother sea J 
With equal hurry quit the invaded shore. 
And swallow back the sand and stones they spew'd 

before. 
Twice were the Tuscans masters of the field. 
Twice by the Latins, in their tarn, repell'd. 
Ashamed at length, to the third charge they ran-^ 
Both hosts resolved, and mingled man to man. 
Now dying groans are heard} the fields are strow'd 
With falling bodies, and are drunk with blood. 
Arms, hordes, meYi, on heaps together He : 
Confused the fight, and more confused the cry. 
Orsilochus, who durst not press too near 
Strong Remulus, at distance drove his spear, 
And struck the steel beneath his horse's ear. 
The fiery steed, impatient of the wound. 
Curvets, and, springing upward with a bound, 
His helpless lord cast backward on the ground. 
Catillus pierced lolas first ; then drew 
His reeking lance, and at Herminius threw; 
The mighty champion of the Tuscan crew. 
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His neck ami throat unarmed, his head was bare. 
But shaded with a length of yellow hair: 
Secure, he fought, exposed on every part, 
A spacious mark for swords, and for the flying dart* 
Across the shoulders came the feathered wound v * 
Transfixed, he fell, and doubled to the ground. 
The sands with streaming blood are sanguine dye<c>. 
And death, with honour, sought on either side* 

Resistless, through the war Camilla rode. 
In danger i»nappall'd, and plea^sed with blood. 
One side was bare for her exerted breast ; 
One shoulder with her painted qui vet presa'd. 
Now from afar her fatal javelins play j 
Now with her axe*s edge she hews her way t 
Diana's arms uport her shoulder soi^nd } \ 

And when tooclosely pressed, she c^uitstbe ground, > 
Prom her bent bow she send^ a backward wound./ 
Her maids, in martial pomp, on either side, 
Larina, Tulla, fierce Tarpeia, ride*—* 
Italians all — in peace, their queen's delight; 
In war, the bold companions of the fight. : 

So n>arch'd the Thracian Amazons- of old. 
When Therraodon with bloody billows roU'd t 
Siich troops as these in shining arms were seen. 
When Theseus met in fight their maiden queen : 
Such to tl>e field Fenthesilea led, 
From the fierce virgin when the Grecians fled ^ 
With suah return'd triumphant from the war. 
Her maids with cries attend the lofty car; 
They claMi with manly force their moony shields^ 
With female shouts resound the Ifhrygian fields. 

Who* foremost, and wlio last, heroic n>aid. 
On the cold earth were by thy courage laid ? 
Thy spear, of mountain-ash, Euneeus first. 
With fury driven, from side to side transpierced : 
A purple stream came spouting from the wound ; 
Bathe^d in his blood he Ijes, and bites the ground. 
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Liris and Pagasus at once she diew : 

The former, as the slackened reins he drew 

Of his faint steed — the latter, as he stretch'd 

His arm to prop his friend— the javelin reached* 

By the same weapon, sent from the same hand, 

Both fall together, and both spurn the sand. 

Amastrus next is a(!ded to the slain ^ 

The rest in rout she follows o'er the plain : 

Tereus, Harpalycus, Demophoon, 

And Chromv^, at full speed her fury shun. 

Of all her 4eadty darts, not one she Jost ; 

Each was attended with a Trojan ghost, 

Young Or^ytus bestrode a hunter steed, 

Swift for the chase, and of Apulian breed. 

Him, from afar, she spied, in arms unknowns 

O'er his broad back an ox's hide was thrown ; 

His helm a wxdf, whose gaping jaws were spread 

Acoveringfor his-cheeks, andgrinn'daround hishead« 

He clench'd within his hand an iron prong. 

And tower'd abovethe rest, conspicuousin the4?hrong. 

Him soon she singled from the flymg train. 

And slew with ease ; then thus insults 4iie slain : — 

** Vain hunter ! didst thou think through woods to 

chase 
The savage herd^ a vile and trembling race ? 
Here cease thy vaunts, and own my victory : 
A woman warrior was too strong for thee. 
Yet, if the ghosts demand the conqueror's name, 
Confesaing ^at Camilla, ^ve thy sifaame.'* 
Tbed Butes and Orsilocbus she slew. 
The bulkiest bodies of the Trojan crew^* 
But Butes breast to breast : the spear descends 
Above the gorget, where bis helmet ^eiidfi. 
And o'er the shield ^bich his left side de^nds. 
Orsilocbus, and she, their coursere ply : 
He seems to follow, and she seems to fly. 
But in a narrower ring she niakes the race ; 
And then he flies, and she pursues the chase. 
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Gathering at length on her deluded foe^ 
She swings her axe, ^nd rises to the blow ; 
Full on the helm behind, with such a sway 
The weapon falls, the riven steel gives way : 
He groans, he roars, be sues in vain for grace ; 
Brains, mingled with his blood, besmear his face* 
Astonished Annus just arrives by chance. 
To see his fall, nor farther dares advance ; 
But, fixing on the horrid maid his eye. 
He stares, and shakes, and finds it vain to fly; 
Yet, like a true Ligurian, born to cheat, 
(At least while Fortune favoured his deceit,) 
Cries out aloud,—" What courage have you shown. 
Who trust your courser^s strength, and nefc your 

own? 
Forego the Vantage of your horse, alight, 
And then on equal terms begin the fight ; 
It shall be seen, weak woman, what you can. 
When, foot to foot, you combat with a sum/' 
He said* She glows with anger and disdaiii. 
Dismounts with speed to dare him on the 
And leaves her horse at large among her tniita : 
With her drawn sword defies him to the field. 
And, marching, lifts aloft her maiden shield. 
The youth, who thought his cunning did succeed. 
Reins round his horse, and urges all his speed. 
Adds the remembrance of the spur, and ludes 
The goridg rowels in his bieedtng sides^ 
'' Vain fool, and coward!'' aatd the lofty nmd^ 
*' Caught in the train, whicfh tboo tbyaelf haiA hidl 
On others practise t'hv Ligurian arts ( « v 
Thin strati^ms, aoa tricks 06 little hearts. 
Are lost on me ; nor sbalt thou' si^ retire. 
With Vaunting lies, to thy fallacious sire/^ 
At this, so fast her flying feet she sped. 
That soon she stratn'd beyond bis horse's head : 
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Thra torniog short; at oDce she seized tlie rein, 
And laid the boaster grovelling on the plain. 
Not with more ease the falcon, from above. 
Trusses, in middle air^ the trembling dove. 
Then plumes the prey, ia her strong pounces bound: 
The feathers^ foul with- blood, come tumbling td 
the ground. 
Now mi^^hty Joive, from his superior height^ 
With his broad eye surveys the unequal 6ght. 
He fires th« breast of Tarchon with disdain. 
And seads him to redeem the abandoned plain. 
Between the broketi ranks the Tuscan rides. 
And these eiKM>urages, and those he chides ; 
Recalls each leader, by ,his name, from flight ; 
Renews their ardour, and restores the fight. 
^' What panic fear has seized your souls ? O shame» 
O brand perpetual of the Etrurian name 1 
Cowards incurable 1 a woman's hand 
Drives, breaks^ amd scatters, your ignoble bandit 
Now cast away the sword, and quit the shield ! 
What use ^f weapons which you dare not wield j^ 
Not tlMis.you fly your female foes by night. 
Nor shu& the feast,, when the full bowls invite ; 
When to AU; offerings the glad augur calls, 
And the. shrill horn«^ipe soands to bacchanals. : 
These arie your studied cares, your lewd delighi^r^ 
Swifl tO: diebauch, but slow to manly fl^t." 
Thus having said, he spurs amid the foies, 
Not managing the life he meant to. lose. 
The Afkb Iwifimnd he seized, with headlong hasten 
In his strong gripe, and clasp'd around the wAist : 
'Twas Venidus, wJiom> fron^ his horse he tore. 
And (laid athwart his omny in triumph bore. 
Loud shouts eiisuej the Latins tyirn their eyes, 
And view the unusual sight with vast surprise. 
The fiery Tarchon, flying o'er the plains, 
Fre»M in his arma the pcmd^pus prey sustains,. 
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Then, with his sbortonM spear, explores around 
His jointed arms, to fix a deadly wound. 
Nor lesa the captive struggles for his life : 
He writhes his body to prolong the strife, 
And, fencing for his naked throat, exerts 
His utmost vigour, and the point averts. 

So stoops the yellow eagle from on high. 
And bears a speckled seqient through the sky. 
Fastening hi» crooked talons on the prey : 
The prisoner hisses through the liquid way $ 
Resists the royal hawk ; and, though oppressed. 
She fights in volumes, and erects her crest : 
Turn'd to her foe^ she stiffens every scale. 
And shoots her forky tongue, and whisks her threat- 

ening tail. 
Against the victor, all defence is weak : 
The impend bird still plies her with his beak } 
He tears her bowels, and her breast he gores. 
Then claps his pinions, and securely aoars. 

Thus, through the midst of circling enemies. 
Strong Tarchon snatched and bore away hia prize. 
The Tyrrhene troops, that shrank, before, now press 
The Latins, and presume the like success. 

Then Arruns, docmi'd to death, his aits essay'd 
To murder, unespied, the Volscian maid : 
Thifi way and that his winding course he bends, 
And, wheresoever she turns, her step* attends. 
When she retires victorious from the chase. 
He wheels about with care^ and shifts bis place:. 
Wiien, rushtngon, she sedcs her foes in fight, : 
He keeps alocKf, but keeps her still in sight : 
He threats, and trembles, tiying every way, 
Unseen to kill^ and safely to betray. 

Chloreus, the priest of Cybele, from far, 
Glitterii^ in Phiygian arms amidsti^he war. 
Was by the virgin view'd. The steed he pressed 
Was proud with trapjmigs } and his brawny chest 
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With scales of gUded brass was:€OverM o'er: 
A robe of Tynan dye the rider wore. 
With deadly wounds he galPd the distant foe ; 
Gnossian his shafts, and Lycian was his bow : 
A golden helm his front and head surrounds; 
A gilded quiver from his shoulder sounds. 
Gold, weaved with linen, on his thighs he wore 
With flowers of needle*work distinguished o' 
With golden bucklesbound,andgather'dupbefo 
Him the fierce maid beheld with ardent eyes. 
Fond and ambitious of so rich a prize. 
Or that the temple might his trophies hold. 
Or else to shine herself in Trojan gold. 
Blind in her haste, she chases him alone, 
And seeks his life, regardless of her own. 
This lucky moment the sly traitor chose ; 
Then, starting from his ambush, up he rose. 
And threw, but first to heaven addressed his vows:—* 
** O patron of Soracte's high abodes ! 
Fhcebus, the ruling power among the gods ! 
Whom first we serve ; whole woods of unctuous pine 
Are feU'd for thee, and to thy glory shine; 
By thee protected, with our naked soles, 
Through flames unsinged we march, and tread the 

kindled coals. 
Give me, propitious power, to wash away 
The stains of this dishonourable da^ : 
Nor spoils, nor .triumph, from the fact I claim. 
But with my future actions trust my fame. 
Let me, by stealthy this female plague o'ercome^ 
And fnM». the field return. inglorious home." 

Apollo heard, and, granting half hia prayer. 
Shuffled in winds the. rest, and toss'd in empty air. 
He gives the death desired : his safe return 
By swthera tempests to the seas is borne. 

Now, when the javelin whiz^-d along the skiea* . 
Both armies on Camilla turned their eyes, 
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Directed by tl» soimd. Of either host. 

The unhappy virgin, though conceni'd the most. 

Was only deaf; so greedy was she bent 

On golden spoils, and on her prey intent ; 

Till in her pap the winged weapon stood 

InfixM, and deeply drunk the purple blood. 

Her sad attendants hasten to sustain 

Their dying lady drooping on the plaia« 

Far from their sight the tretnbiing Arruns flies. 

With beating heart, and fear confus'd with joys ; 

Nor dares he farther to pursue bk blow. 

Or even to bear the sight of his expiring foe. 

As, when the wolf has torn a bullock's hide 
At unawares, or ranch'd a shepherd's side. 
Conscious of his audacious deed, he flies, 
And claps his quivering tail between his thighs : 
So, speeding once, the wretch no more attends. 
But, spurring forward, herds among bis friends. 
She wrenchM the javelin with her dying hands. 
But wedged within her breast the weapon stands : 
The wood she draws, the steely point remains; 
She staggers in hec seat with agoniiing pains ; 
(A gathering mist overclouds her cheerful eyes^ 
And from her cheeks the rosy colour flies ;) 
Then turns to her, whom, of her female train. 
She trusted most, and thus she speaks with pain :~» 
** Acca, 'tis paist! he swims before my sight, 
Inexorable Death ; and claims bis right. 
Bear my last words to Turnus^: fly with speed. 
And bid bim timely to my charge succeed. 
Repel the Tfojans, and the town rdievet-^ 
Farewell! and in this kiss my parting breath receive.*' 
She said, and, sliding, sunk upon the plain : 
Dying, her open'd band forsakes tbe rein ; 
Short, and more short, she pants : by slow decrees 
Her mind the passage from her body ftee». 
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She drops her sword ; she nods her plumy crest. 
Her drooping head declining on her breast : 
In the last sigh her struggling soul expires. 
And, murmuring with disdain, to Stygian sounds 
retires. 

A shout, that struck the golden stars, ensued ; 
Despair and rage, and languished fight renewed. 
The Trojan troops and Tuscans, in a line, 
Advance to charge ; the mix'd Arcadians join. 

But Cynthia's maid, high seated, from afar. 
Surveys the field, and fortune of the war. 
Unmoved a while, till prostrate on the plain, ^ 
Weltering in blood, she sees Camilla slain, (^ 

And, round her corpse, of friends and foes a fight- ( 
ing train. ^ 

Then, from the bottom of her breast, she drew 
A mournful sigh, and these sad words ensue :— > 
*^ Too dear a fine, ah, much lamented maid ! 
For warring with the Trojans thou hast paid : 
Nor aught avaiPd, in this unhappy strife, 
Diana's sacred arms, to save thy life. 
Yet unrevenged thy goddess will not leave 
Her vot;ary's death, nor with vain sorrow grieve. 
Branded the wretch, and b^ his name abborr'd ; . 
But after-ages shall; thy praijie record. 
The inglorious coward soon shall preas the plain : - 
T1iu3 vows thy qMieen^ andthu^ the Fatesi ordain.'' 

High o'er the field, tbere^t^od a hilly mound-^ 
Sacred the placid,, apd spii^ad with pales around—- 
Where, in a n^arble tocpb, Dercenoius lay, 
A king th,at pn^^e ini Latium boiie the sway. 
The beauteous Opis thither bent her flight. 
To mark the traitor Arruj^.froip the height. 
Him in refulgent arms sbefBom espied, ' 
Swoln With tpice^»; and loudly thus she cried :-^ 
" Thy b,ack5nar4(£A§ps* vwo bpa«t€tr, are top. latjes , 
Turn, like a man, at length, and meet thy fate. 
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Charged with my message to Camilta go. 
And say I sent thee to tlae shades belov 
An honour undeserved from Cynthia* 

She said, and from her quiver chose with speed 
The winged shaft, predestined for the deed ; 
Then to the stubborn yew her strength applied, 
Till the far distant horns approach'd on either side. 
The bowstring touch'd her breast, so strongshedrew ; 
Whizzing in air the fatal arrow flew. 
At once the twanging bow and sounding dart 
The traitor heard, and felt the point within his heart. 
Him beating with his heels in pangs of death. 
His flying friends to foreign fields bequeath. 
The conquering damsel, with expanded wings, 
The welcome message to her mistress brings. 

Their leader lost, the Volscians quit the field ; 
And, unsustain'd, the chiefs of Turnus yield. 
The frighted soldiers, when their captains fly. 
More on their speed than on their strength rely. 
Confused in flight, they bear each other down. 
And spur their horses headlong to the town. ^ 

Driven by their foes, and to their fears resigned. 
Not once they turn, but take their wounds behind. 
These drop the shield, and those the lance forego. 
Or on their shoulders bear the slackened bow. 
The hoofs of horses, with a rattling sound, 
. Beat short and thick, and shake the rotten ground. 
Black clouds of dust c^ome rolling in the sky. 
And o'er the darkened walls and rampires fly. 
The trembling itiatrons, from their lofty stands. 
Rend heaven with female shrieks, and wring their 

bands. 
All pressing on, pursuers and pursued, - 
Are crush'd in crowds, a mingled multitude. 
Some happy few escape : the throng too late 
Rash on for entrance, till they choke the gate. 
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Even in the sight ;of honie» die wretched sire 
Looks on, and sees his helpless son expire. 
Then, in a frighti the folding gates they dose, 
But leave their friends excluded with their foes* 
The vanquished cry ; the Wctors loudly shout ^ 
'Tis terror all within, and. slaughter all without. 
Blind in their fear, they bounce against the wall. 
Or, to the moats pursued, precipitate their fall. 

The Latian virgins, valiant with despair, 
Arm'd on the towers, the common danger share : 
So much of zeal their country's cause inspired ; 
So much Camilla's great example iired. 
Poles, sharpened in the flames, from high they throw. 
With imitated darts to gall the foe. 
Their lives, for godlike freedom they bequeath. 
And crowd each other to be first in death. 
Meantime to Turnus, ambush'd in the shade. 
With heavy tidings came the unhappy maid : — 
•* The Volscians overthrown — Camilla killed — 
The foes entirely masters of the field. 
Like a resistless flood, come rolling on : 
The cry goes offthe plain, and thickens tothetown.** 

Inflamed with rage, (for so the Furies fire 
The Daunian's breast, and so the Fates require,) 
He leaves the hilly pass, the woods in vain 
Possessed, and downward issues on the plain. 
Scarce was he gone, when to the straits, now freed 
From secret foes, the Trojan troops succeed. 
Through the black forest and the ferny brake. 
Unknowingly secure, their way they take, 
From the rough mountains to the plain descend. 
And there, in order drawn, their line extend. 
Both armies now in open fields are seen ; 
Not far the distance of the space between. 
Both to the city bend. JBneas sees. 
Through smoking fields, his hastening enemies ; 
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He wrenches out the steely he roars for pain. 
His sides he lashes, and erects bis mane : 
So Turnus fares : bis eye-balJs flash with fire ; 
Through his wide nostrils clouds of smoke expire. 
Trembling with rage, around the court he ran, 
At length approach'd the king, and thus began ; — 
** No more excuses or delays : I stand 
In arms prepared to combat, hand to hand, 
This base deserter of his native land. 
The Trojan, by his word, is bound to take 
The same conditions which himself did make. 
Renew the truce ; the solemn rites prepare. 
And to my single virtue trust the war. 
The Latians unconcernM shall see the fight : 
This arm unaided shall assert your right : 
Then, if my prostrate body press the plain. 
To him the crown and beauteous bride remain/' 

To whom the king sedately thus replied : — 
" Brave youth ! the more yo»r valour has been tried^ 
The more becomes it us, with due respect, 
To weigh the chance of war, which you neglect. 
You want not wealth, or a successive throne. 
Or cities which your arms have made your own : 
My towns and treasures are at your command. 
And stored with blooming beauties is my land : 
Laurentum more than one Lavinia sees. 
Unmarried, fair, of noble families. 
Now let me speak, and you with patience hear. 
Things which perhaps may grate a lover's ear. 
But sound advice, proceeding from a heart 
Sincerely yours, and free from fraudful art. 
The gods, by signs, h^ve manifestly shown, 
No prince, Italian bom, should heir my throne : 
(M have our augurs, in prediction $kilPd, 
And oft our priests, a foreign son reveal'd. 
Yet, won by worth that cannot be withstood. 
Bribed by my kindness to my kindred blood. 
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Urged by my wife, who would not be denied^ 
I promised toy Lavinia for your bride : 
Her from her plighted lord by force I took ; 
All ties of treaties, and of honour, broke : 
On your account I waged an impious war — ^ 
With what success, 'tis needless to declare ; > 
I and my subjects feel, and youhave had your share. } 
Twice vanquish^ while in bloody fields we strive. 
Scarce in our walls we keep our hopes alive : 
The rolling flood runs warm with human gore ; 
The bones of Latians blanch the neighbouring shore. 
Why put I not an end to this debate. 
Still unresolved, and still a slave to fate ? 
If Turnus' death a lasting peace can give, 
Why should I not procure it whilst you live ? 
Should I to doubtful arms your youth betray. 
What would my kinsmen^ the kutulians, say? 
And,shouldyoufallinfight,(whichheavendefend!)y 

, How curse the cause, which hastened to his end > 
The daughter's lover, and the father's friend ? > 

♦ Weigh in your mind the various chance of war; 
Pity your parent's age, and ease his care.'^ 

Such balmy words he pour'd, but all in vain : 
The profler'd medicine but provoked the pain. 
The wrathful youth, disdiining the relief, - 
With intermitting sobs thus vents his grief: — 
" The care, O best of fathers ! which you take 
For my concerns, at my desire forsake. 
Permit me not to languish out my days, 
But make the best exchange of life for praise. 
This arm, this lance, can well dispute the prize ; 
And the blood follows, where the weapon flies. 
His goddess mother is not near, to shroud 
The flying coward with an empty cloud." 

But now the queen, who fear'd for Turnus' life, 
And loathed the hard conditions of the strife, 

VOL. XV. K 
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Held him by fiirce ; and, •dying in bis doadi. 
In these sad accents gave her sorrow breath :---^ 
" O Turnus ! I adjure thee by these tears» 
And whatever price Amata's honour bears 
Within thy breast, since thou. art all my hope. 
My sickly mind's repose, my sinking age's prop- 
Since on the safety of thy life^alone 
Depends Latinus, and the Latian thron»~ 
Refuse me not this one, this only prayer, 
To wave the combat, and pursue the war. 
Whatever chance attends this fatal strife, 
Think it includes, in thine, Amata's life, 
I cannot live a slave, or see my throne ^ 
Usurp'd by strangers, or a Trojan son/* 

At this, a flood of tears Lavinia shed ; ^ 

A crimson blush her beauteous face overspread, > 
Varying her cheeks by turns with white and red.* } 
The driving colours, never at a stay. 
Run here and there, and flush, and fade away. 
Delightful change ! thus Indian ivory shows, 1 
Which with the bordering paint of purple glows ; > 
Or lilies damask'd by the neighbouring rose. } 
The lover gazed, and, burning with desire. 
The. more he look'd, the more he fed the fire : 
Revenge, and jealous ra|^, and secret spite, 
Roll in his breast, and rouse him to. the fight. 

Then fixing on the queen his ardent eyes. 
Firm to his first intent he thus replies : — 
" O mother ! do not by your tears prepare 
Such boding omens, and prejudge the war. 
Resolved on fight, I am no longer free 
To )ihun my death, if heaven my death decree.'*— 
Then turning to the herald, thus pursues : 
" Go, greet the Trcjan with ungrateful news ; 
Denounce from me, that, when to-morrow*s light 
Shall gild the heavens, he need not urge the fight ; 
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The Trojan and RutiiKan troops no more 
Shall dye, with matual blood, the Latian shore? 
Our single swords the quarrel shall decide. 
And to the victor be the beauteous hride.** 

He said, and striding on with speedy pace. 
He sought his coursers of the Thra^ian race. 
At his approach, they toss their heads on high, 
And, proudly neighing, promise victory. 
The sires of these Orithyia sent from far, 
To grace Klumnus, when be went to war. 
The drifts of Thracian snows were scarce so white, 
Nor northern winds in fleetness matched their flight. 
Officious grooms stand ready by his side ; ^ 

And some with combs their flowing manes divide, I 
And others stroke their chests, and gently sooth C 
^ their pride. - -^ 

He sheath'd his limbs in arras ; a tempered mass 
Of golden metal those, and mountain-brass. 
Then to his head his glittering helm he tied. 
And girt his faithful faulcbion to his side. 
In his ^tntean forge, the god of fire 
That faulchion laboured for the hero's sire. 
Immortal keenness on the blade bestow'd. 
And plunged it hissing in the Stygian flood. 
Propped on a pillar, which the cieling bore, 
Was placed the lance Auruncan Actor wore ; 
Which with such force he brandished in his hand. 
The tough ash trembled like an osier wand ; 
Then cried, — " O ponderous spoil of Actor slain^ 
And never yet by Tumus toss*d in vain ! ^ 
Fail not this day thy wonted force ; but go. 
Sent by this hand, to pierce the Trojan foe : 
Give me to tear bis corslet from his breast. 
And from that eunuch head to rend the crest ; 
Dragg'd in the dust, his frizzled hair to soil. 
Hot from the vexing iron, and smear'd with fra* 
grant oil.'* 
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Thus while he raves, from his wide nostrils flies 
A fiery steam, and sparkles from bis eyes* 
So fares the bull in bis loved female's sight : 
Proudly he bellows, and preludes the iSght : 
He tries his goring horns against a tree. 
And meditates bis absent enemy : 
He pushes at the winds ; he digs the strand 
With his black hoofs, and spurns the yellow sand. 

Nor less the Trojan, in his Lemnian arms. 
To future fight his manly courage warms : 
He whets his fury, and with joy prepares 
To terminate at once the lingering wars ; 
To cheer his chiefs and tender son, relates 
What heayen had promised, and expounds the fates. 
Then to the Latian king he sends, to cease 
The rage of arms, and ratify the peace. 

The morn ensuing, from the mountain's height. 
Had scarcely spread the skies with rosy light ; 
The ethereal coursers, bounding from the sea. 
From out their flaming nostrils breath'd the d&y i 
When now the Trojan and Rutulian guard, 
In friendly labour join'd, the list prepared. 
Beneath the walls they measure out the space ; 
Then sacred altars rear, on sods of grass. 
Where, with religious rites, their common gods 

they place. 

In purest white, the priests their heads attire. 
And living waters bear, and holy fire ; 
And, o'er their linen hoods and shaded hair. 
Long twisted wreaths of sacred vervain wear. 

In order issuing from the town, appears 
The Latin legion, arm'd with pointed spears ; 
And from the fields, advancing on a line. 
The Trojan and the Tuscan forces join : 
Their various arms afford a pleasing sight ; 
Apeacefuitraintbeyseem, inpeacepreparedforfight. 
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Betwixt the ranks the proud commanders ride. 
Glittering with gold, and vests in purple dyed- 
Here Mnestheus, author of the Memmian line. 
And there Messapua, born of seed divine. 
The sign is given ; and, round the listed space. 
Each man in order fills his proper place. 
Reclining on their ample shields, they stand. 
And fi^ their pointed lances in the sand. 
Now, studious of the sight, a numerous throng 
Of either sex promiscuous, old and young. 
Swarm from the town : by those who rest behind. 
The gates and walls, and houses' tops, are lined. ^ 

Meantime the queen of heaven beheld the sight, . 
With eyes unpleased, from mount Albano's heighl: 
(Since call'd Albano by succeeding fame. 
But then an empty hill, without a name.) 
She thence surveyed the field, the Trojan powers. 
The Latian squadrons, and Laurentine towers. 
Then thus the goddess of the skies bespake. 
With sighs and tears, the goddess of the lake. 
King Turnus' sister, once a lovely maid. 
Ere to the lust of lawless Jove betrayed — 
' Compressed by force, but, by the grateful god. 
Now made the Nais of the neighbouring flood. 
<' O nymph, the pride of living lakes! (said she) 
O most renown'd, and most beloved by me ! 
Long hast thou known, nor need I to record. 
The wanton sallies of my wandering lord. 
Of every Latian fiiiir, whom Jove misled 
To mount by stealth my violated bed. 
To thee alone I grudged not his embrace. 
But gave a part of heaven, and an unenvied place. 
Now learn from me thy near approaching grief. 
Nor think my wishes want to thy relief 
While fortune favoured, nor heaven's king denied 
To lend my succour to the Latian side, 
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I aared thy brother, and die sinking state : 
But now he struggles with unequal fate, 
And goes, with g^b averse, o'ermatch^d in might, | 
To meet inevitable death in fight ; > 

Nor musti break tfaetruce, norcan sustain thesigbt. | 
Thou, if thiRi dar'st, thy presrat aid supply ; 
It well becomes a s^ter's care to try/' 

At this the lovely nympb, with grief oj^ress'd. 
Thrice tore her hair, and beat her comely breast. 
To whom Satornia thus :— •• Thy tears are late ; 
Haste, snatch him, if he can be snatch'^d, from fate: 
New tumults kindle ; violate the truce. 
Who knows what changeful Fortune may produce? 
'Ti$ not a crime to attempt what I decree ; 
Or, if it were, discharge the crime on me." 
She said, and, sailing on the winged wind. 
Left the sad nymph suspended in her mind. 

And now in pomp the peaceful kings appear : 
Four steeds the chariot of Latinus bear : 
Twelve golden beams around bis temples play. 
To mark his lineage from the god of day. 
Two snowy coursers Turnos* chariot yoke. 
And in his hand two massy spears he shook : 
Then issued from the camp, in arms divine, 
Mneasp author of the Roman line ; 
And by his side Ascanius took his place, 
The second hope of Rome's^ immortal race. 
Adorn'd in white, a reverend priest appears. 
And offerings to the flaming altars bears-^ 
A porket, and a Iamb that never sufibr'd shears. 
Then to the rising sun he turns his eyes, 
And strews the beasts, designed for sacrifice. 
With salt and meal : with like officious care 
He marks their foreheads, and he clips their hair. 
Betwixt their horns the purple wine he sheds ; 
With the same generous juice the flame he feeds. 
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M neaft then ufisbeatli'd' his shining sword, 
And thus with pious pnyers the gods adored !-— 

<' All-seeing sun ! and thou, Atisonian soil, 
For which I have sustained so long a4;oii, 
Thouv king of heaven ! and thou, the queen of air, 
Propitious now, and reconciled by prajer ; 
Thou, god of war, whose unresisted sway 
The labours and events of arms obey ! 
Ye living fountains, and ye running floods ! 
All powers of ocean, all ethereal gods ! 
Hear, and bear record : if I fall in field. 
Or, recreant in the light, to Tumus yield. 
My Trepans shall increase Evander's town ; 
Ascanius shall renounce the Ausonian crown : 
All claims, all questions of debate, shall cease ; 
Nor he, nor they, with force infringe the peace. 
But, if my juster arms prevail in fight, 
(As sure they shall, if I divine aright,) 
My Trojans shall not o^er the Italians reign ; 
Both equal, both unconquer'd, shall remain, 
Join'd in their laws, their lands, and their abodes ; 
I ask but altars for my weary gods. 
The eare of those religious rites be mine : 
The crown to king Latinus I resign : 
His be the sovereign sway. Nor will I share 
His power in peace, or his command in war. 
For me, my triends another town shall frame, 
Andbl^ss the rising towers with fairLavinia^sname*'^ 

Thus he. Then, with erected eyes and hands, 
The Latian king befoi'e his altar stands. 
''By the same heaven, (said he), and earth, and main. 
And all the powers that all the three contain ; 
By hell below, and by that upper god, 
^hose thunder signs the peace, who seals it with 

his nod ; 
So let Latooa's double ofispring hear. 
And double-fronted Janus, what I swear : 
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I touch the sacred. altars,. ipuch ti}6 flames. 

And all those powers attest, and. all their names : 

Whatever chance befall on either side. 

No term of tiine this union shall divide : 

No force, no fortune, shall my vows unbind. 

Or shake the steadfast tenor of my mind ; 

Not, though the circling seas should break their 

bound. 
Overflow the shores, or sap the solid ground ; 
Not, though thelampsof heaven their spheres forsake, 
Hurl'd down, and hissing in the nether Jake : 
Even as this royal sceptre'* (for he bore 
A sceptre in his hand) ** shall never ibore 
Shoot out id branches, or renew the birth*-— 
An orphan now, cut from the mother earth 
By the keen axe, dishonoured of its hair, 
And cased in brass, for Latian kings to bean" 

When thus in public view the peace was tied 
With solemn vows, and sworn on either side. 
All dues performed which holy rites require. 
The victim beasts are slain before the fire. 
The trembling entrails from their bodies torn. 
And to the fattened flames in chargers borne. 

Already the Rutulians deemM their man 
O'ermatcn'd in arms, before the fight began. 
First rising fears are whispered. through the crowd ; 
Then, gathering sound, they murmur more aloud. 
Now, side to side, they measure with their eyes 
The champions' bulk, their sinews, and their size : 
The nearer they approach, the more is known 
The apparent disadvantage of their own. 
Turnus himself appears in public sight. 
Conscious of fate, desponding of the fight. 
Slowly he moves, and at his altar stands 
With eyes dejected, and with trembling bands : 
And while he mutters undisti^guish'd prayers, 
A livid dteadness in hjs cheeks appears. 
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With anxious pjeasure whcm Jntiirna viewM 
The increasing fright of the mad multitude. 
When their short sighs and thickening sobs she beardt 
And found their ready minds for change prepared } 
Dissembimg her immortal form, she took 
Camertes' mieui his habit, and bis look-— 
A chief of ancient blood :— «in arms well known 
Was his great sire, and he his greater son. 
His shape assumed, amid the ranks she ran, 
.And humouring their first motions, thus began :— 
** For shame, Rutulians ! can you bear the sight 
Of one exposed for all, in single fight ? 
Can we, before the face of heaven, confess 
Our courage colder, or our numbers less ? 
View all the Trojan host, the Arcadian band. 
And Tuscan army ; count them as they stand : 
Undaunted to the battle if we go, 
Scarce every second man will share a foe* 
Turnus, 'tis true, in this unequal strife, 
Shall lose, with honour, his devoted life. 
Or change it rather for immortal fame,*- 
Succeeding to the gods from whence he came : 
But you, a servile and inglorious band, 
For foreign lords shall sow your native land. 
Those fruitful fields your fighting fathers gain'd. 
Which have so long their lazy sons sustained/' 

With words like these she carried her design. 
A rising murmur runs along the line. 
Then even the city troops, and Latians, tired 
With tedious war, seem with new souls inspired : 
Their champion's fate with pity they lament, 
And of the league, so lately sworn, repent. 

Nor fails the goddess to foment the rage 
With lying wonders, and a false presage ; 
But adds a sign, which, present to their eyes^ 
Inspires new courage, and a glad surprise. 
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For/ sudden, in the fiery trMts abore, 
Appears in poojip the imperial bird of JoTe : 
A plump of fowl he apies, that swim the lakes, 
And o'er their heads bis sounding pinions shakes ; 
Then, stooping on the tairest of the trato, 
In his strong talons truss'd a silver swan. 
The Italians wonder at the unusual sight : 
But while he lags, and labours in his flight, 
Behold, the dastard fowl return anew, ■ ^ 
And with united force the foe pursue : 
Clamorous around the royal hawk they fly, 
And, thickening in a cloud, o'ershade the sky. 
They cuff, they scratch, they cross his airy course ; 
Nor can the encumber'd bird sustain their force ; 
Butvex'd, not vanquished, drops the ponderous prey. 
And, lightenM of his burden, wings his way. 

The Ausonian bands with shouts salute the sight, 
Eager of action, and demand the fight. 
Then king Tolumtiius^ versed in augurs' arts. 
Cries out, and thus his boasted skill imparts :-^ 
" At length 'tis granted, what I long defsired ! 
This, this is what my frequent vows required. 
Ye gods ! I take your omen, and obey. — 
Advance, ray friends, and charge ! I lead the way. 
These are the foreign foes, whose impious band. 
Like that rapacious bird, infest our land : 
But soon, like him, they shall be forced to sea 
By strength united, and forego the prey. 
Your timely succour to your country bring ; 
Haste to the rescue, and redeem your king.!! 

He said ; and pressing onward through the crew, 
Poised. in bis lifted arm, his lance he threw. 
The winged weapon, whistling in the wind. 
Came driving on, nor miss'd the mark designed. 
At ooce the cornel rattled in the skies ; 
At once tumultuous shouts and clamonrs rise. 
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Nine brotbeni in a gdodfy band th«re stddd, 
Bom of Arcadian mix*d with Tuscan bloody 
GjrHppufi* sons ; the fatal javelin flew, 
AimM at the midmost of tl>e friendly crew. 
A passage through the jointed arms it found. 
Just where the belt was to the body bound. 
And struck the gentle youtli extended on the 

ground. 

Then, fired with pious rage, the generous train 
Run madly forward to revenge the slain. 
And some with eager haste their javelins throw; 
And' some with sword in hand assault the foe. 

The wish'd insult the Latine troops embrace, 
And meet their ardour in the middle space. 
The Trojans, Tuscans, and Arcadian line. 
With equal courage obviate their design. 
Peace leaves the violated ^elds j and hate 
Both armies urges to their mutual fate. 
With impious haste their altars are o'erturn^d, 
The sacrifice half broil-d, and half unburn*d. 
Thick storms of steel from either army fly, 
And clouds of clashing darts obscure the sky ; 
Brands from the fire are missive weapons made. 
With chargers, bowls, and all the priestly trade. 
Latinus, frighted, hastens from the i^ray. 
And bears his unregarded gods away. 
These on their horses vault ; those yoke the car ; 
Therest,witbsv/ordsonhigh,runbeadlongtothewar. 

Messapus, eager to confound the peace. 
Spurred his hot courser through the fighting preascf. 
At king Aulestes, by his purple known 
A Tuscan prince, and by his regal crown ; 
And, with a shock encountering, bore him down 
Backward he fell ; and, as his fate designed. 
The ruins of an altar were behind : 
There pitching on his shoulders and his bead. 
Amid the scattering fires he lay supinely spread. 
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The betODj spear, deseeding from inbove. 
His cuirass pierced, and through his body drove. 
Then, with a scornful smile, the victor cries :— 
•* The gods have found a fitter sacrifice/* 
Greedy of spoils, the Italians strip the dead 
Of his rich armour, and< uncrown his bead. 

Priest Corynasus arm'd his better hand, 
From his own altar, with a blazing brand ; 
And, as Ebusus with a thundering pace 
Advanced to battle, dashM it on his face : 
His bristly beard shines out with sudden fires ; 
The crackling crop a noisome scent expires. 
Following the blow, he seized his curling crown 
With his left hand ; his other cast him down. 
The prostrate body with his knees he press'd. 
And plunged his holy poignard in his breast. 

While rodalirius, with his sword, pursued 
The shepherd Alsus through the flying crowd, 
Swiftly he turns, and aims a deadly blow 
Full on the front of his unwary foe. 
The broad axe enters with a crashing sound. 
And cleaves the chin with one continued wound 
Warm blood, and mingled brains, besmearhisarms 

around. 

An iron sleep his stupid eyes oppressed. 
And seal'd their heavy lids in endless rest. 
But good JEueas rush'd amid the bands : 
Bare was his head, and naked were his hands. 
In sign of truce : then thus he cries aloud :— 
" What sudden rage, what new desire of blood, 
Inflames your altered minds? O Trojans! cease 
From impious arms, nor violate the peace. 
By human sanctions, and by laws divine, 
The terms are all agreed ; the war is mine. 
Dismiss your fears, and let the fight ensue ; 
This hand alone shall right the gods and you : 
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Our injured^ altars, and their broken vow. 

To thi» avenging sword the faithless Turnus owe." 

Thus while he spoke, unmindful of defence, 
A winged arrow struck the pious prince. 
But, whether from some human hand it came. 
Or hostile god, is left unknown by fame : 
No human hand, or hostile god, was found. 
To boast the triumph of so base a wound. 
When Turnus saw the Trojan quit the plain, ' 
His chiefs dismay'd, his troops a fainting train, 
The unhoped event his heightened soul inspires : 
At once his arms and coursers he requires ; 
Then, with a leap, his lofty chariot gains. 
And with a ready hand assumes the reins. 
He drives impetuous, and, where'er he goes. 
He leaves behind a lane of slaughtered foes. 
These his lance reaches ; over those he rolls 
His rapid car, and crushes out their souls. 
In vain the vanquished fly : the victor sends 
The dead men's weapons at their living friends. 

Thus, on the banks of Hebrus* freezing flood. 
The god of battles, in his angry mood. 
Clashing his sword against his brazen shield. 
Lets loose the reins, and scours along the field : 
Before the wind his fiery coursers fly ; 
Groans the sad earth, resounds the rattling sky. 
Wrath, Terror, Treason, Tumult, and Despair, 1 
(Dire faces, and deform'd,) surround the car— > 
Friends of the god, and followers of the wan } 

With fury not unlike, nor less disdain. 
Exulting Turnus flies along the plain : 
His smoking horses, at their utmost speed, 
He lashes on ; and urges o'er the dead. 
Their fetlocks run with blood ; :and, when they bound. 
The gore and gathering dust are dash'd around. 
Thamvris and Pholus, masters of the war, 
He kilPd at hand, but Sthenelus afar : 
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From far the sons of Imbruus he slew, 
Gtliucus and Lades, of the Lyeian crew— « 
Both taught to fight on foot, in battle join'd^ 
Or mount the courser that outstrips the wind. 
Meantime Eumedes, vaunting in the field. 
New fired the Trojans, and their foes repelPd. 
This son of Dolon bore his grandsire's name. 
But emulated more his father's fame-— 
His guileful father, sent a nightly spy. 
The Grecian camp and order to descry- 
Hard enterprise ! and well he might require 
' Achilles' car and horses for his hire : 
But, met upon the scout, the ^tolian prince 
In death bestow'd a juster recompense. 

Fierce Turnus view'd the Trojan from afar, 
And launched bis javelin from his lofty car, 
Then lightly leaping down, pursued the blow. 
And, pressing with his foot his prostrate foe, 
Wrench'd from his feeble hold the shining sword. 
And plunged it in the bosom of its lord. 
" Possess," said he, " the fruit of all thy pains. 
And measure, at thy length, our Latian plains. 
Thus are my foes rewarded by my hand ; 
Thus may they build their town, and thus enjoy the 
land r 
Then Dares, Bute% Sybaris, he slew, 
Whom o'er his neck the floundering courser threw. 
As when loud Boreas, with his blustering train. 
Stoops from above, incumbent on the main ; 
Where'er he flies, he drives the rack before. 
And rolls the billows on the i^gsean shore : 
So, where resistless Turnus takes his course, 
The scatter'd squadrons bend before his force : 
His crest of horses hair is blown behind 
By adverse air, and rustles in the wind. 

This haughty Phegeus saw with high dkdain, ' 
And, as the chariot roiPd along the plain. 
Light from the ground he leapt, and seized the rein. 
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Thus hung in air, be still retained his hold. 
The coursers frighted, and their course controU'd. 
The lance of Turnus reach'd him as he hung, 
And pierced his plated arms, but passed along. 
And only razed the skin. He turn'd, and held 
Against his threatening foe his ample shield. 
Then calP4 for aid : but, while he cried in vain, 
The chariot bor&him backward on the plain. 
He lies reversed 5 the victor king descends. 
And strikes so justlj where his helmet ends. 
He lops the head. The Latian fields are drunk 
With streams that issue from the bleeding trunk. 

While he triumphs, and while the Trojans yield. 
The wounded prince is forced to leave the field : 
Strong Mnestheus, and Achates often tried. 
And young Ascanius, weeping by his side, 
Coitduct him to his tent. Scarce can he rear 
His limbs from earth, supported on his spear. 
Resolved in mind, regardless of the smart. 
He tugs with both his hands, and breaks the dart. 
The steel remains. No readier way he found 
To draw the weapon, than to enlarge the wound. 
Eager of fight, impatient of delay. 
He begs ; and his unwilling friends obey. 

lapis was at hand to prove his art, 
Whose blooming youth so fired Apollo's heart. 
That, for his love, he proffered to bestow 
His tuneful harp, and his unerring bow: 
The pious youth, more studious how to save 
His aged sire now sinking to the grave, 
Preferred the power of plants, and silent praise 
Of healing arts, before Phoebean bays. 

Propp'd on his lance the pensive hero stood. 

And heard and saw, unmoved, the mourning crowd. 

The famed physician tucks his robes around 

With ready hands, and hastens to the wound. 

li ^ 
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With gentle: touches he perforins his part» 
This way and that, soliciting the dart, 
And exercises all bis heavenly art. 
All softening simples, known of sovereign use^ 
He presses out, and pours their noble juice. 
These first infused, to lenify the pain- 
He tugs with pincers, but be tugs in vain. 
Then to tlie patron of his art he prayM : 
The patron of his art refused his aid.«. 

.Meantime the war approaches to the tents : 
The alarm grows hotter, and the noise augments : 
The driving dust proclaims the danger near ; 
And first their friends, and then their foes appear 
Their friends retreat ; their foes pursue the rear 
The camp is fiU'd with terror and ajBTright : 
The hissing shafts within the trench alight ; 
An undistinguished noise ascends the sky-— 
The shouts of those who kill, and groans of those 

who die. 
But now the goddess, mother, moved with grief. 
And pierced with pity, hastens her relief. 
A branch of healing dittany she brought. 
Which in the Cretan fields with care she sought-r- 
(Rough is the stem, which woolly leaves surround ; 
The leaves with flowers, the flowers with purple 

crown'd,) 
Well known to wounded goats ; a sure relief 
To draw the pointed steel, and ease the grief. 
This Venus brings, in clouds involved, and brews 
The extracted liquor with ambrosian dews. 
And odorous panacee. Unseen she stands. 
Tempering the mixture with her heavenly bands. 
And pours it in a bowl, already crown'd 
With juice of medicinal herbs, prepared to bathe 

the wound. 
The leech, unknowing of superior art 
Which aids the cure, with this foments the part 
And in a moment ceased the raging smart. 
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Stanch'd is the blood, and in the bottom stands : 

The stedj but scarcely touched with tender hands. 

Moves up, and follows of its own accord, 

And ihealth and vigour are at once restored. 

lapis first perceived the closing wound. 

And iirst the footsteps of a god he found. 

** Arms ! armsJ" he cries : '* the sword and shield 

pnepare, 
And send the willing chief, renew'd, to war. 
This is no mortal work, no cure of mine. 
Nor art^s eflfect, but done by hands divine. 
Some god our general to the battle sends ; 
Some god preserves his life for greater ends.^' 

The hero arms in haste: his hands enfold 
His thighs with cuishes of refulgent gold : 
Inflamed to fight, and rushing to the field. 
That hand sustaining the celestial shield. 
This gijpes the lance, and with such vigour shakes. 
That to the rest the beamy weapon quakes. 
Then with a close embrace he strain'd his son. 
And, kissing through his helmet, thus begun :•— 
" My son ! from my example learn the war. 
In camps to suffer, and in fields to dare ; 
But happier chance than mine attend thy care ! 
This day my hand thy tender age shall shield. 
And crown with honours of the conquered field : 
Thou, when thy riper years shall seiul thee forth 
To toils of war, be mindful of my worth : 
Assert thy birth-right ; and in arms be known, 
For Hector's nephew, and Eneas' son.** 

He said ; and, striding, issued on the plain. 
Antheus and Mnestheus, and a numerous train. 
Attend his steps : the rest their weapons take. 
And, crowding to the field, the camp forsake* 
A cloud of blinding dust is raised around. 
Labours beneath their feet the trembling ground. 

VOL. XV. L 
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Now Turnus, posted on a htll, from fu 
Beheld the progress of the moving war : 
With him the Latins view'd the covered plaim, 
And the chili blood ran backward in their veins* 
Jutuma saw the advancing troops appear, 
And heard the hostile sound, and fled for fear. 
JEneas leads ; and draws a sweeping traio, 
Closed in their ranks, and pouring on the plain. 
As when a whirlwind, rushing to the shore 
From the mid ocean, drives the waves before ; 
The painful hind with heavy heart foresees 
The flatted fields, and slaughter of the trees ; 
With such impetuous rage the prince ap|>ears. 
Before his doubled front, nor less destruction bears. 
And now both armies shock in open field ; 
Osiris is by strong Thymbraeus killed. 
Archetius, Ufens, .Epulon, are slain, 
(All famed in arms, and of the Latian traio,) 
By Gyas', Mnestheus', and Achates' band. 
The ratal augur falls, by whose command 
The truce was broken, and whose lance, embrued 
With Trojan blood, the unhappy fight renewed. 
I^ud shouts and clamours rend the liquid sky ; 
And o'er the field the frighted Latins fly. 
The prince disdains the ^tards to pursue. 
Nor moves to meet in arms the fighting few. 
Turnus alone, amid the dusky plain. 
He seeks, and to the combat calls in vain. 
Juturna heard, and, seized with mortal fear. 
Forced from the beam her brother's charioteer ; 
Assumes his shape, his armour, and his mien. 
And, like Metiscus, in his seat is seen. 

As the black swallow near the palace plies ; 
O'er empty courts, and under arches, flies f 
Now hawks aloft, now skims along the flood. 
To furnish her loquacious nest with food : 
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So drive9 Hh^ n^id goddess o'er the fimti$i 9 . ; / 
The smoking horses run with loosen'd reius. 
She steers a various course amoog the foes ; 
Now here, now there, her conquering brother shows ; 
Nov/ with a straight sow with a wheeling flight* 
She turns, and hends, but shuns the single fights 
jEneas, fired with fury, breaks the crowd. 
And seeks his foe, and calls by name aloud : 
He runs within a narrower ring, and tries 
To stop the chariot; but the chariot flii^s. 
If he but gain a gliojps^, Juturna fears^ 
And far away the Baunian hero bears* 

•What should he do P Nor arts nor arms avail 4 : 
And various cares in vain his mind assaiJ. . 
The great Me^sapus, thundering through the field. 
In his left hand two painted javelins held : 
Encountering on the prince, one dart he drew. 
And with unerring aim, and utmost vigour, threw. 
jEneas saw it come, and stooping low 
Beneath his buckler, sbunnM the thjreat'ning blow. 
The weapon hissed above his head, and tore . 
The waving plume, which on his helm he wore* 
Forc'd by this hostile, act, and fir'd with spite. 
That flying Turnus still declined the fight, . 
The. prince, whose p^'ety had long i^peU'd 
His inbpni ardour, now invades the field; 
Invokes the powers of violated peace« 
Their rites and injured altars to i^dress ; 
Then, to his rage abandoning the rein. 
With l^od and slaughterM bodies fills the plain. 
What god can tell, what numbers, can display. 
The various labours of that fatal day 5 
What chiefs and champions fell on either side, 
In. combat slain, or by what deaths they died ? 
Whom Turnus, whom the Trojan herokill'd ? 
Who shared the fame and fortune of the field? 
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Jove ! Gould'st thou view, and not avert tky sight, V 
Two jarring nations Join'd in cruel fight, > 

Whom leagues of lasting lovesoshortly shall unite? } 

^neas first Rutulian Sucro found, 
Whose valour made the Trojans quit their ground ; 
Betwixt his ribs the javelin drove so just. 
It reached his heart, nor needs a second thrust. 
Now Tumus, at two blows, two brethren slew : 
First from his horse fierce Amycus he threw ; 
Then, leaping on the ground, on foot assail'd 
Diores, and in equal fight prevaiPd. 
Their lifeless trunks he leaves upon the place ; 
Their heads, distilling gore, his chariot grace. 

Three cold on earth the Trojan hero threw, 
Whom without respite at one charge he slew : 
Cethegus, Tanai's, Talus, fell oppressed. 
And SHEtd Onytes, added to the rest — 
Of Theban blood, whom Feridia bore. 

Tumys two brothers from the Lycian shore. 
And from Apollo's fane to battle sent, 
O'erthrew ; nor Phoebus could their fate prevent. 
Peaceful Menoetes after these he kilPd, 
Who long had shunn'd the dangers of the field : 
On Lerna's lake a silent life he led, 
And with his nets and angle earn'd his bread. 
Nor pompous cares, nor palaces, he knew, 
But wisely from -the infectious world withdrew. 
Poor was his house : his father's painful hand 
Discharged his rent, and ploughed another's land. 

As flames among the lofty woods are thrown 
On different sides, and both by winds are blown; 
The laurels crackle in the sputtering fire ; 
The frighted sylvans from their shades retire : 
Or as two neighbouring torrents fall from high. 
Rapid they run j the foamy waters fry ; 
They roll to sea with unresisted force. 
And down the rocks precipitate their course. 
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Not with less rage the rival heroes take 
Their different ways ; nor less destruction make. 
With spears afar, with swords at hand, they strike ; 
And zeal of slaughter fires their souls alike. 
Like them, their dauntless men maintain the field ; 
And hearts are pierced, unknowing how to yield : 
They blow for blow return, and wound for wound ; 
And heaps of bodies raise the level ground. 

Murrhanus, boasting of his blood, that springs 
From a long royal race of Latian kings. 
Is by the Trojan from his chariot thrown, 
Crush'd with the weight of an unwieldy stone : 
Betwixt the wheels he fell ; the wheels, that bore 
His living load, his dying body tore. 
His starting steeds, to shun the glittering sword, 
Paw down his trampled limbs, forgetful of their lord. 

Fierce Hyllus threatened high, and, face to face. 
Affronted Turnus in the niiddle space ; 
The prince encountered him in full career, 
And at his temples aim^d the deadly spear : 
So fatally the flying weapon sped. 
That through his brazen helm it pierced his head. 
Nor, Cisseus,could*stthou *scapefromTurnus*hand^ 
In vain the strongest of the Arcadian band : 
Nor to Cupencus could his gods afford 
Availing aid against the uEnean sword. 
Which to his naked heart pursued the course ; 
Nor could his plated shield sustain the force.' 

lolas fell, whom not the Grecian powers. 
Nor great subverter of the Trojan tower«, 
WeredooraM to kill, whileheaven prolonged hisdate; 
But who can pass the bounds prefixed by Fate? 
In high Lyrnessus, and in Troy, he hel3 
Two palaces, and was from each expell'd : 
Of all the mightv man, the last remains 
A little spot of foreign earth contains.-^ 
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And now both hosts their broken troops^ unfte- 
In -equftl ranks, and mix in mortal fight* 
S^restus and undaunted Mnesthetis join 
The Trojan, Tuscan, and Arcadian line : : 
Sea-born Mesdapus^ nprith Atinas, heads 
The Latin squadrons^ and td battle leodsi / 
They strike, tbeypush, they tbroi)gthescant^|)ace, > 
Resolved on death, impatient of di^ace r /* 

And, where one falls, another fills his place* j 

The Cyprian .goddess now in^ires her son 
To leave the unfinishM fight, and storm the town t 
For, while he rolls his eyes around the plain 
In quest of Turnus, whom be seeks in vain. 
He views the unguarded city from afar. 
In careless quiet, and secure of war. 
Occasion offers, and excites his mind 
To dare beyond the task he first designTl 
Resolved, he calls his chiefs ; they leave the fight z 
Attended thus, he takes a neighbouring height : 
The crowding troops about'th^ir general stand. 
All under arms, and wait his high command. 
Then thus the lofty prince : — " Hear and obey. 
Ye Trojan bands, without the least delay. 
Jove is with us } and what I have decreed 
Requires out utmost vigour, and our speed. 
Your instant arms against the town prepare. 
The source of mischief^ and the seat of war. 
This day the Latian towers, that mate the sky. 
Shall, level with the plain, in ashes lie: 
The people slrall be slaves, unless in time 
They kneel for pardon, and repent their crime. 
Twice have our foes been vanquished on the plain t 
Then shall I wait till Turnus will be slain ? 
Your force against the perjured city bend ;. 
There it began, and there the war shall end ; 
The peace pi ofaned our rightful arms requires j 
Cleanse the polluted place with purging fires.'* 
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He finish^ ; andH--Ofie soul in^iring aU-~ 
Fortv'd in a wedge, the foot approach the wall. 
Without the town» an unprovided train 
Of gaping ^zing citizens are slain. 
Some firebrands, others scaling-ladders, bear. 
And those they toss aloft, and these they rear : 
The flames now ktunch'd, the feather'd arrows fly. 
And clouds of missive arms obscure the sky. 
Advancing to the front, the hero stands. 
And, stretching out to heaven his pious hands,^ 
Attests the gods, asserts his innocence. 
Upbraids with breach of faith the Ausonian prince ; 
Declares the royal honour doubly stained. 
And twice the rites of holy peace profaned. ^ 

Dissenting clamours in the town arise : 
Each will be heard, and all at once advise. 
One part for peace, and one for war, contends : 
Some would exclude their foes, and some admit their 

friends. 
The helpless king is hurried in the throng. 
And (wbate'er tide prevails) is borne along. 
Thus» when the swain, within a hollow rock. 
Invades the bees with suffocating smoke, 
They run around, or labour on their wings. 
Disused to flight, and shoot their sleepy stings ; 
To shun the bitter fumes, in vain they try ; 
Black vapours^ issuingfrom the vent, involvetfiesky. 

But Fate and envious Fortune now prepare 
To plunge the Latins in the last despair. 
The queen, who saw the foes invade the town. 
And brands on tops of burning houses thrown, 
Cast round her eyes, distracted with her fear :— 
No troops of Turnus^ in the field appear. 
Once more she stares abroad, but still in vain, 
And then concludes the royal youth is slain. 
Mad with her anguish, impotent to bear 
The mighty grie^ she loathes the vital air. 
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She calls herself the cause of all this ill, 
And owns the dire efiects of her ungovern^d will : 
She raves against the gods ; she beats her breast ; 
She tears with both her hands her purple vest : 
Thea round a beam a running noose she tied^ 
And, faisten'd by the neck, obscenely diedr 
Soon as the fatal news by fame was blown^ 
And to her dames and to her daughter known. 
The sad Lavinia rends her yellow hair, -^ 

And rosy cheeks : The rest ber sorrow share : I 
With shrieks the palace rings, and madness ofT 

despair. ^ 

The spreading rumour fiNs the public pla(% : 1 
Confusion, fear, distraction, and disgrace, > 

And silent shame, are seen in every face. } 

Latinus tears his garments as he goes, 
Both for his public and his private woes ; 
With filth his venerable beard besmears. 
And sordid dust deforms his silver hairs. 
And much he blames the softness of hiamiod,. ^ 
Obnoxious to the charms of woman-kind, \ 

And soon reduced to change what he so weH \ 

designed — J 

To break the solemn league so long desired. 
Nor finish what his fates, and those of Troy, required. 

Now Turn us rolls aloof o'er empty plains. 
And here and there some straggling foes he gleans. 
His flying coursers please him less and lessj, 
Ashamed of easy fight, and cheap success. 
Thus half contented, anxious in his mind. 

The distant cries come driving in the wind 

Shouts from the walls, but shouts in murmurs 

drown'd j 
A jarring mixture, and a boding sound. 
" Alas!" s^id be, " what mean these dismal cries? 
What doleful clamours from the town arise?" 
Confused, he stops, and backward pulls the reins. 
She, who the driver's office now sustain/^- 
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Replies : — ^ Neglect, my lord, these new alu^ms : 
Here figlit, and urge the fortune of yoar artns': 
There want not others to defend the walL 
If by jour rival's hand the Italians fall. 
So shall your fatal sword his friends oppress. 
In honour equal, equal in success." 

To this, the prince : — " O sister ! — for I knew. 
The peace infringed proceeded first from you : 
I knew you, when you mingled first in fight : 
And now in vain you would deceive my sight- 
Why, goddess, this unprofitable care ? 
Who sent you down from hestven, involved in air. 
Your share of mortal sorrows to sustain. 
And see your brother bleeding oh the plain ? 
For to what power can Turnus have recourse. 
Or. how resist his fate's prevailing force ? 
These eyes beheld Murrhanus bite the ground — 
Mighty the man, and mighty was the wound. 
I heard my dearest friend, with dying breath. 
My name invoking to revenge his death. 
Brave Ufens fell with honour on the place. 
To shun the shameful sight of my disgrace. 
On earth supine, a manly corpse he lies ; 
His vest and armour are the victor's prize. 
Then, shall I see Laurentum in a flame. 
Which only wanted, to complete my shame ? 
How will the Latins hoot their champion's flight ! 
How Drances will insult and point them to the sight ! 
Is death so hard to bear ? — ^Ye gods below ! 
(Since those above so small compassion show,) 
Receive a soul unsullied yet with shame, 
Which not belies my great forefathers' name." 

He said : and while he spoke, with flying speed 
Came Saces urging on his foamy steed : 
Fix'd on his wounded face a shaft he bore. 
And, seeking Tumus, sent his voice before : 
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** Turnus! on you, an you.alone^ dependsr 
Our last relief i^^compassionate your friends ! 
Like lightnings tierce ^neas, rolling on. 
With arms invests, with flames invades^ the town : 
The brands are tossM on high ; the winds conspire 
To drive along the deluge of the fire. 
All eyes are fix'd on you : your foes rqoice ; 
Even the king staggers, and suspends his chqice-^ 
Doubts to deHver or defend the town. 
Whom to reject, or whom to call his son. 
Thequeen, on whom your utmost hopes wereplaeed. 
Herself suborning death, has breathed her last. 
'Tis true, Messapus, fearless of his fate. 
With fierce Atintfs' aid, defends the gate : 
On every side surrounded by the foe. 
The more they kill, the greater numbers grow; 
An iron harvest mounts, and still remains to mow. 
You, far aloof from your forsaken bands. 
Your rolling chariot drive o'er empty sands.'' 
Stupid he sate, his eyes on earth declined. 
And various cares revolving in his mind :. 
Rage, boiling from the bottom of his breast, 
And sorrow mix'd with shame, his soul oppressed y 
And conscious worth lay labouring, in his thought. 
And love by jealousy to madness wrought. 
By slow degrees his reason drove away 
The mists of passion, and resumed her sway. 
Then, rising on his car, he turn'd his look, 
And saw the town invdved in fire and smoke* 
A wooden tower with flames already blazed. 
Which his own hands on beams and rafters raised. 
And bridges laid above to Join the space, 
And wheels below to roll from place to place. 
'^ Sister ! the Fates have vanquished : let us %o 
The way which heaven and my hard fortune show. 
The fight is fix'd ; nor shall the branded name 
Of a base coward blot your brother's fame. 
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Death is my choice ; but suikt me to try 
My force, and vent my rage before I die/* 
He said : and leaping down without delay^ 
Through crowds of scatter^ fo«j he freed his way. 
Striding he passed, impetuous as tfie windy 
And left the grieving goddess far behind. 
As, when a fragment, from a mountain torn 
By raging tempests^ or by torrents borne. 
Or sapp'd by time, or loosenM from^^he roots— - 
Prone through the void the rocky ruin shoots^ 
Rbtting from crag to crag, from steep to s|e^p ; 
Down sink, at once, the shepherds and their sheep : 
Involved alike, they rush to nether ground f 
Stunn'd with the shock they fall, and stunnM from 

earth rebound : 
So Turnus, basting headlong to the town. 
Shouldering and shoving, bore the squadrons down. . 
Still pi-essing onward, to the walls he drew, ^ 
Where shafts and spears and darts promiscuous t 

flew, C 

And sanguine streams the slippery ground embrue. ^ 
First stretching out his arm, in sign of peace. 
He cries aloud, to make the combat cease : 
".Rutulians, hold I and Latin troops, retire I 
The fight is mine j and me the gods require. 
*Ti8 just that I should vindicate alone 
The broken truce, or for the breach atone. 
This day shall fiee from wars the Ausonian state. 
Or finish my misfortunes in my fate.'* 

Both armies from their bloody work desist. 
And, bearing backward, form a spacious list. 
The Trojan hero, who received from fame 
Thewelcome sound, and heard the champion's name, 
Soon leaves the taken works and mounted walls : 
Greedy of war where greater glory calls, 
He springs to fight, exulting in his force j 
His jointed armour rattles in the course. 



Digitized by 



Google 



172 iENEis, xn. 

Like Eryx, or like Athos, great he shows. 
Or father Apennine, when, white whh snows. 
His head divine obscure in clouds he hides. 
And shakes the sounding forest on his sides. 

The nations, overawed, surcease the fight ; 
Immoveable their bodies, fix'd their sight. 
Even death stands still ; nor from above they throw 
Their darts, nor drive their battering-rams below. 
In silent order either army stands, 
And drop their swords, unknowing, from their hands. 
The Ausonian king beholds, with wondering sights 
Two mighty champions matched in single fijght, 
'Born under climes remote, and brought by fate> 
With swords, to try their titles to the state. . 

Now, in closed field, each other from^afar 
They view ; and, rushing on, begin the war. 
They launch their spears ; then hand to hand they 

meet. 
The trembling soil resounds beneath their feet : 
Their bucklers clash; thick blows descend from high. 
And flakes of fire from their hard helmets fly. 
Courage conspires with chance ; and both engine 
With equal fortune yet, and mutual rage. 

As, when two bulls for their fair female fight 
In Sila's shades, or on Taburnus' height. 
With horns adverse they meet ; the keeper flies ; 
Mute stands the herd ; the heifers roll their eyes. 
And wait the event— which victor they shall bear. 
And who shall be the lord, to rule the lusty year : 
With rage of love the jealous rivals burn^ 
And push for push, and wound for wound, return j 
Their dewlaps gored, their sides are laved in blood ; 
Loud cries and roaring sounds rebellow through 

the wood : 
Such was the combat in the listed ground ; 
So clash their swords, and so their shields resound. 
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Jove sets the beam : in either scale he lays 
The champions' fate, and each exactly weighs* 
On this side, life, and lucky chance ascends ; 
Loaded with death, that other scale descends. 
Raised on the stretch, young Turnus aims a blow 
Full on the helm of his unguarded foe : 
Shrill shouts and clamours ring on either side. 
As hopes and fears their panting hearts divide. 
But all in pieces flies the traitor sword. 
And, in the middle stroke, deserts his lord. 
Now 'tis but death or flight : disarmed be flies, 
When in his hand an unknown hilt he Ispies. 
Fame says that Turnus^ when his steeds he join'd, ^ 
Hurrying to war, disordered in his mind, 
Snatch'dthefirstweapon which his hastecould find. 
'Twas not the fated sword his father bore. 
But that his charioteer Metiscus wore. 
This, while the Trojans fled, the toughness held ; 
But, vain against the great Vulcanian shield. 
The mortal-temper'd steel deceived his hand : 
The shiver'd fragments shone amid the sand. 

Surprised with fear, he fled along the field. 
And now forthright, and now in orbits wheeled : 
For here the Trojan troops the list surround. 
And there the pass is closed with pools and marshy 

ground. 
iBneas hastens, though with heavier pace— - 
His wound, so newly knit, retards the chase. 
And oft his trembling knees their aid refuse — 
Yet, pressing foot by foot, his foe pursues. 

Thus, when a fearful stag is closed around 
With crimson toils, or in a river found. 
High on the bank the deep-mouth'd hound appears, 
StiU opening, following still, where'er he steers ; 
The persecuted creature, to and fro. 
Turns here and there, to 'scape his Umbrian foe : 
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Steep 18 the ascent, and, if he gains the land. 
The purple death is pitched along the strand : 
His eager foe, determined to the chase. 
Stretched at his length, gains ground at every pace : 
Now to his beamy head be makes his way, 
And now he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey: 
Just at the pinch, the stag springs out with fear ^ 
He bites the wind, and 6Ub his sounding jaws with 

air: 
The rocks, the lakes, the meadotrs, ring with ciies ; 
The mortal tumult moiuits,and thunders in the skies* 

Thus flies the Daunian prince, and, flying, blames 
His tardy troops, and calling by their names. 
Demands his trusty sword. The Trcjan threats 
The realm with ruin, and their ancient seats 
To lay in ashes, if they dare supply 
With arms or aid, his*vanquish'd enemy : 
Thus menacing, he still pursues tbe course 
With vigour, though diminished c^ his force* 
Ten times already round the listed place. 
One chief bad fled, and t'other given the chase.: 
No trivial prize is played f for on the life 
Or death a£ Tmnus, now depends the strife. 

Within the space, an olive-tree had stood, 
A sacred shade, a venerable wood. 
For vows to Faunus paid, the Latins' guardian god 
Here bui^ the vests, and tablets were engraved. 
Of sinking mariners from shipwreck saved* 
With heedless hands the Trojans fell'd the tree. 
To make the ground enclosed for combat free. 
Deep in the root, whether by fate or chance. 
Or erring haste, the Trojan drove his lance } 
Then stoop'd, and tug^'d withforceimmense, to free 
The encumber'd spear from the tenacious tree ; 
That, whom his fainting limbs pursued in vain. 
His flying weapoa might from far attain* 
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Confused with teavj bereft of hutnan aid» 
Then Turnus to the gods^ and first to Faun us, 

pray'd :— 
•• O Faumis! pity ! and thou, mother Earth, 
Where I diy foster^son received my birth. 
Hold fast the steel ! If my religious hand 
Your plant has honoured, which your foes profaned, 
Propitious hear my pious prayer!'' He said. 
Nor with successless vows invoked their aid. 
The incumbent hero wrench'd, and pull'd, and 

strained ; 
But still the stubborn earth the steel detain'd. 
Juturna took her time ; and, while in vain 
He strove, assumed Metiscus' form again. 
And, in that imitated shape, restored 
To the despairing prince his Daunian sword. 
The queen of love~*who, with disdain and grief. 
Saw the bold nymph afford this prompt relief~- 
To assert her offspring with a greater deed. 
From the tough root the lingering weapon freed. 

Once more erect, the rival chiefs advance : 
One trusts the sword, and one the pointed lance 
And both resolved alike, to try their fatal chance 

Meantime ipiperial Jove to Juno spoke. 
Who from a shining cloud beheld the shock :<— 
" What new arrest, O queen of heaven ! is sent 
To stop the fates now labouring in the event? 
What further hopes are left thee to pursue ? 
Divine jfEneas, (and thou know'st it too,) 
Fore-doomM, to these celestial seats is due. 
What more attempts for Turnus can be made. 
That thus thou lingerest in this lonely shade ? 
Is it becoming of a due respect 
And awful honour of a god elect, 
A wound unworthy of our state to feel. 
Patient of human hands, and earthly steel ? 
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Or seems it just» the sister should restore ) 

A second sword, when one was lost before, > 

And arm a conquered wretch against hisconqueror? } 
For what, without thy knowTedge and avow. 
Nay more, thy dictate, durst Juturna do ? 
At last, in deference to my love, forbear 
To lodge within thy soul this anxious care : 
Reclined upon my breast, thy grief unload : — 
Who should relieve the goddess, but the god ? 
Now all things to their utmost issue tend, 
Fush'd by the Fates to their appointed end. 
While leave was given thee, and a lawful hour 
For vengeance, wrath, and unresisted power, 
Toss'd on the seas thou could'st thy foes distress. 
And, driven ashore, with hostile arms oppress ; 
Deform the royal house ; and, from the side 
Of the just bridegroom, tear the plighted bride : — 
Now cease at my command/' The Thunderer said. 
And, with dejected eyes, this answer Juno made : — 
** Because your dread decree too well I knew. 
From Turnus and from earth unwilling I withdrew. 
Else should you not behold me here alcme. 
Involved in empty clouds, my friends bemoan. 
But, girt with vengeful flames, in open sight. 
Engaged against my foes in mortal fight. 
'Tis true, Juturna mingled in the strife 
By my command, to save her brother's life. 
At least to try ; but (by the Stygian lake— 
The most religious oatn the gods can take) 
With this restriction, not to bend the bow. 
Or toss the spear, or trembling dart to throw. 
And now, resigned to your superior might. 
And tired with fruitless toils, I loathe the fight. 
This let me beg (and this no fates withstand) 
Both for myself and for your father's land. 
That, when the nuptial bed shall bind the peace, 
(Which I, since you ordain, consent to bless,) 

«3 
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The laws of either nation be the same ; 

But let the Latins still retain their name, 

i^eak the same language which they spoke before, 

Wear the same habits which their grandsires wore. 
Call them not Trojans : perish the renown 
And name of Troy, with that detested town. 
Latium be Latium still ; let Alba reign. 
And Koine's immortal majesty remain.^ 

Then thus the founder of mankind. replies :-— 
(Unruffled was his front, serene his eyes,) 
" Can Saturn's issge, and heaven's other heir. 
Such endless anger in her bosom bear ? 
Be mistress, and your full desires obtain ; 
But quench the choler you foment in vain. 
From ancient blood, the Ausonian people sprung. 
Shall keep their name, their habit, and their tongue : 
The Trojans to their customs shall be tied. 1 
I will, myself, their common rites provide. > 

The natives shallcommand, theforeignerssubside. ) 
All shall be Latium ; Troy without a name ; 
And her lost sons forget from whence they came. 
From blood so mix'd, a pious race shall flow. 
Equal to gods, excelling all below. 
No nation more respect to you shall pay. 
Or greater offerings on your altars lay." 
Juno consents, well pleased that her desires 
Had found success, and from the cloud retires. 

The peace thus made, the Thunderer next prepares 
To force the watery goddess from the wars. 
Deep in the dismal regions void of light. 
Three daughtc^s^ at? a birth, were born to Night :* 
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These their brown mother^ brooding on her care. 

Endued with windy wings to flit in air, 

With serpents girt alike, and crownM With hiss- 

Jng hair. 

In heaven the Dirse called, and still at hand. 
Before the throne of angry Jove they stand. 
His ministers of wrath, and ready still 
The minds of mortal men with fears to All, 
Whene'er the moody sire, to wreak his hate 
On realms or towns deserving of their fate. 
Hurls down diseases, death, and deadly care. 
And terrifies the guilty world with war. 
One sister plagne of these from heaven he sent. 
To fright Juturna with a dire portent. 
The pest comes whirling down : by far more slow 
Springs the swift arrow from the Parthian bow, 
Or Cydon yew, when, traversing the skies. 
And drench'd in poisonous juice, the sure destruc« 

tion flies. 
With such a sudden, and unseen a flight. 
Shot through the clouds the daughter of the Night. 
Soon as the field enclosed she had in view, • 
And from afar her destined quarry knew— 
Contracted, to the boding bird sHe turns. 
Which haunts the ruined piles and hallowed nms, 
And beats about the tombs with nightly wings. 
Where songs obscene on sepulchres she sings. 
Thus lessened in her form, with frightful cries 
The Fury round unhappy Turnus flies, 
Flans on his shield, and flutters o'er his eyes. 

A bzy cbiiness crept along his blood ; 
Choked was his voice ; his hair with horror stood. 
Juturna from afar beheld her fly. 
And knew the ill omen, by her screaming cry. 
And stridor of her wing. Amazed with fear. 
Her beauteous breast she beat, and rent her flow- 
ing hair. 
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'< Ah me !^' she cries^-^*' in this anequal sf rtfe» 
What can thy sister more to save thy life ? 
Weak as I am, can I, alas ! contend 
In arms with that ineitorable fiend ? 
Now, now, I quit the field ! forbear to fright 
My tender soul, ye baleful birds df night ! 
The lashing of your wings I know too welt. 
The sounding flight, and funeral screams of hell ! 
These are the gifts you bring from baughty Jove, 
The worthy leoompense of ravish'd^love ! 
Did he for this etempt my life from fate? 
O hard conditions of immortal state ! 
Though born to death, not privileged to die, 
But forced, to bear imposed eternity ! 
Take back your envious bribes, and let me go 
Companion to my brother's ghost below ! 
The joys are vanished : nothing now remains 
Of life immortal, but immortal pains* 
What earth will open her devouring womb. 
To rest a weary goddess in the tomb ?'' 
She drew a length of sighs ; nor more she snid. 
But in her aaure mantle wrappM her hedd, 
Then plunged into her stream, with deep despair. 
And her last sobs came bubbling up in air. 

Nov stern iEneas waves his weighty spear 
Against his foe, and thus upbraids his fear :<•— 
*' What farther subterfuge can Turnus And ? 
What empty hopes are harboured in his mind? 
'Tis not thy swiftness can secure thy flight j 
Not with their feet, but hands, the valiant fight. 
Vary thy shape in thousand forms, and dare 
What skill and courage can attempt in war ; 

Or hid within the hollow earth to lie !*' f 



Wish for the wings of winds, to mount the sky ( * 
Or hid within the hollow earth to lie !*' 
The champion shook his head, and made this short \ 
reolv !— ^ ^ 



reply 

** No threats of thine my manly mind can move ; 
'Tis hostile heaven I dread, and partial Jot^/' 
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He said no more, but, with a sigh, repressed 
The mighty sorrow in his swelling breast. 
Then, as he roll'd his troubled eyes around, 
An antique stone be saw, the common bound 
Of neighbouring fields, andbarrierof theground- 
So vast, that twelve strong men of modern days 
The enormous weight from earth could hardly raise^ 
He heaved it at a lift, and, poised on high. 
Ran staggering on against hia enemy. 
But so disordered, that he scarcely knew 
His way, or what unwieldy weight he threw. 
His knocking knees are bent beneath the load. 
And shivering cold congeals his vital blood... 
The stone drops from his arms, and, falling short 
For want of vigour, mocks his vain effort. 
And as, when heavy sleep has closed the sights . 
The sidcly fancy labours in the night ; 
We seem to run ; and, destitute of force. 
Our sinking limbs forsake us in the course : 
In vain we heave for breath ; in vain we cry ; 
The nerves, unbraced, their usual strength deny; 
And on the tonsue the faltering accents die 
So Turnus fared ; whatever means he tried. 
All force of arms, and points of art employ' 
The Fury flew, athwart, and made the endeavour I 

void. 
A thousand various thoughts his soul confound; ^ 
He stared about, nor aid nor issue found ; 
His own men stop the pass, and his own walls 

surround* 

Once more he pauses, and looks out again. 
And seeks the goddess charioteer in vain. . 
Trembling he views the thundering chief advance,. 
And brandishing aloft the deadly lance : 
Amazed he cowers beneath his conquering foe. 
Forgets to ward, and waits the coming blow. 
Astonished while he stands, and fix'd with, fear, 
Aim'd at his shield he sees the impending spear. 
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The hero measured first, with narrow view. 
The destined mark ; and, rising as 
With its full swing the fatal weapon 
Not with less rage the rattling thunder falls. 
Or stones from battering engines break the walls : 
Swifl as a whirlwind, from an arm so strong. 
The lance drove on, and bore the death along. 
' Nought could his sevenfold shield the prince avail. 
Nor aught, beneath his arms, the coat of mail : 
It pierced through all, and with a grisly wound 
Transfix'd his thigh, and doubled him to ground. 
With groans the Latins rend the vaulted sky : 
Woods, hills, and valleys, to the voice reply. 

Now low on earth the lofty chief is laid. 
With eyes cast upwards, and with arms display' 
And, recreant, thus to the proud victor pray' " 
** I know my death deserved, nor hope to live : 
Use what the gods and thy good fortune give. 
Yet think, oh ! think, if mercy may be shown, 
(Thou hadst a father once, and hast a son,) 
Pity my sire, now sinking to the grave ; 
And, for Anchises' sake, old Daunus save ! 
Or, if thy vow'd revenge pursue my death. 
Give to my friends my body void of breath ! 
The Latian chiefs have seen me beg my life : 
Thine is the conquest, thine the royal wife ; 
Against a yielded man, 'tis mean ignoble i 

In deep suspense the Trojan seem'd to stand. 
And, just prepared to strike, repressed his hand. 
He roll'd his eyes, and every moment felt 
His manly soul with more compassion melt ; 
When, casting down a casual glance, he spied 
The golden belt that glitter'd on his side, 
The fatal spoil which haughty Turnus tore 
From dying Pallas, and in triumph wore. 
Then, roused anew to wrath, he loudly cries, 
(Flames, while he spoke, came flashing from his eyes) 
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<' Traitor ! dost tbou» dost thou to grace protend, 
Clad» as thou art^in trollies of my friend? 
To his sad soid a grateful ofiferiog go ! 
'Tis Pallas, Pallas gives this deadly blow/' 
He raised his arm aloft, and, at the word. 
Deep in his bosom drove the shining sword. 
The streaming Mood distain'd his arn» around. 
And the disdainful soul came rushing through the 
wound. ^ 
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Note I. 

At this a flood of tears Lamnia shed; 1 

A crimson Mush her beauteous jface overspreads > P. 146. 

Varying her cheeks by turns mth tohite and red. j 

Amata, ^ver partial to the cause of Tumus, had jufit before de- 
sired him, with all manner of earnestness, not to engage his rival 
in single fight ; which was his present resolution* \^rgil, though 

i|in favour of his hero) he never tells us directly that Lavinia pre- 
erred Tumus to iBneas, yet has insinuated this preference twice 
before. For mark, in the seventh ^neld, she left her father, (who 
had promised her to ^neas without asking her consent,) ana fol- 
lowed her mother into the woods, with a troop of Bacchanals^ 
where Amata sung the marriage-song, in the name of Tumus ; 
which, if she had disliked, she might have opposed. Then, in 
the eleventh ^nei'd, when her mother went to the temple of 
PallaS) to invoke her aid against iBneas, whom she calls by no 
better name than Phrygius prado^ Lavinia sits by her in the 
same chair or litter, Jt^que comes Lavinia virgOf^^oeuhs de-* 
jecta decoros. What greater sign of lovep than fear and cosh* 
cemment for the lover ? In the lines which I have quoted, she 
not only sheds tears, but changes colour. She had been bred 
up with Tumus; and ^neas was wholly a stranger to her. 
Turnus, in probability, was her first love, and fiivoured by her 
mother, who had the ascendant over her father. But i am 
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much deceived, if (besides what I have said) there be not a 
secret satire against the sex, which is lurking uuder this de- 
scription of Virgil, who seldom speaks well of women — ^better 
indeed of Camilla, than any other — for he commends her beau- 
ty and valour — ^because he would concern the reader for her 
death. But valour is no very proper praise for womankind; 
and beauty is common to the sex. He says also somewhat of 
Andromache, but transiently : and his Venus is a better mother 
than a wife ; for she owns to Vulcan she had a son by another 
man. The rest are Junos, Dianas, Didos, Amatas, two mad 
prophetesses, three Harpies on earth, and as many Furies un- 
der ground. This fable of Lavinia includes a secret moral ; 
that women, in their choice of husbands, prefer the younger of 
their suitors to the elder ; are insensible of merit, fond of hand- 
someness, and, generally speaking, rather hurried away by their 
appetite, than governed by their reason. 

Note n. 

Sea'bom MessapuSt 'with AtinaSt heads 

The Latin squadrons , and to battle leads. — P. 166. 

The poet had said, in the preceding lines, that Mnestheus, Se- 
restus, and Asylas, led on the Trojans, the Tuscans, and the Ar- 
cadians : but none of the printed copies, which I have seen, men- 
tion any leader of the Rutulians and Latins, but Messanus the 
son of Neptune. Ruseus takes notice of this passage, ana seems 
to wonder at it ; but gives no reason why Messapus it alone 
without a coadjutor. 

The four verses of Virgil run thus : 

TokB adeo conmrsa acies, omnesque Latini, 
Omnes Dardanidee ; Mnestheus, acerque Serestus, 
Et Messapus equUm domUor, etjortis Astflasj 
Tuseorumque phaianxy Evandrique Arcades aUe. 

I doubt not but the third line was originally thus : 

Et Messapus equum domitor, etjortis Atinas : 

for the two names of Asylas and Atinas are so like, that one 
might easily be mistaken for the other by the transcribers. And 
to fortify this opinion, we find afterward, in the relation of Saces 
to Tumos, that Atinas is joined with Messapus : 

Soli, pro portist Messapus et acer Atinas 
SusteiUant aeiem — — 

In general I observe, not only in this £neid, but in all the six 
last Books, that iEneas is never seen on horseback, and but once 
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before, a$ I remember, in the fourth; where he hiftnts with Dido. 
The reason of this, if I guess aright, was a secret compliment 
which the poet made to his countrymen thet Romans, the 
strength of whose armies consisted most in foot, which, I think, 
were all Romans and Italians. But their wings or squadrons 
were made up of their allies, who we|e foreigners. 

Note III. 

This let me beg (and this no fates toithstandj 

Bothjbr myself and for your father s land, Sfc, — P. 176. 

The words, in the original are these : 

Lado obtestor, pro majestaie tuorunu 

Virgil very artfully uses here the word majestasy which the 
Romans loved so well, that they appropriated it to themselves — 
Majestas populi Romani. This title, applied to kings, is very 
modem ; and that is all I will say of it at present, though the * 
word requires a larger note. In the word tuorum is included 
the sense of my translation, Your father's land, because Saturn, 
the father of Jove, had governed that part of Italy, after his 
expulsion from Crete. But that on which I most insist, is the 
address of the poet, in this speech of Juno. Virgil was suffi- 
ciently sensible, as I have said in the preface, that whatever the 
common opinion was concerning the descent of the Romans 
from the Trojans, yet the ancient customs, rites, laws, and ha- 
bits of those Trojans were wholly lost, and perhaps also that 
they had never been : and, for this reason, he introduces Juno 
in this place, requesting of Jupiter that no memory might re- 
main of Troy (the town she hated), that the people hereafter 
should not be called Trojans, nor retain any thing which be- 
longed to their predecessors. And why might not this also be 
concerted betwixt our author and his friend Horace, to hinder 
Augustus from re-building Troy, and removing thither the seat 
of empire, a design so unpleasing to the Romans ? But of this 
I am not positive, because I have not consulted Dacier, and 
the rest of the critics, to ascertain the time in which Horace 
writ the ode relating to that subject. 

Note IV. 

Deep in the dismal regions void of light j 

Three daughters, ai a birth, were bom to Night. — P. 177. 

The father of these (not here mentioned) was Acheron : the 
names of the three were Alecto, Megaera, and Tisiphone. They 



Digitized by 



Google 



186 NOTBS ON ^NSi'Si XII. 

were called Furies ia h^U, en earth Hwpies, and ia heaven 
Dine, Two of these assisted at the throne of Japiter,'and were 
employed by him to punish the wickedness of mankind. These 
two must be Megsera and Tisiphone — not Alecto; for Jkmo 
expressly commands her to return to hell, firom whence ^e 
came; ud gires this rea^ : 

Te super atherias errare licentius auras 
Haud pater ipse veUt, summi regnaior (Hympi, 
Cede locis. 

Probably this Dira, unnamed by the poet in this place, might 
be Tisiphone; for, tbough we nnd her in hell, in the sixth 
iEneidy employed in the punishment of the damned, 

ConHnuo sotUes ulirix, accinctaJlageBo, 
Tisiphone quatii insulldnst &c 

yet afterwards she is on earth in the tenth ^neid, and amidst 
the battle^ 

Pallida Tisiphone media inter miUia savit-^ 

which I guess to be Tisiphone, the rather, by the etymology of 
her name, which is compounded of nst ulciscor, and ^ese< cades ; 
part of her errand being to afiright Tumus with the stings of a 
^ilty conscience, and denounce vengeance against him for 
breaking the first treaty, by refusing to yield Lavinia to Mneaa^ 
to whom she was promised by her father^ — and, consequently, 
for being the author of an unjust war; and also for violating the 
second treaty, b^ declining the single combat, which he had 
stipulated with his rival, and called the gods to witness before 
their altars. As for the names of the Harpies, (so called on 
earth,) Hesiod tells us they were Iris, Aeilo, and Ocypet^. 
Virgil calls one of them Celseno : this, I doubt not, was Alecto, 
whom Virgil calls, in the third ^neid, Furiarum maxima, and 
in the sixth again by the same name — FurUtrum maxima juxkt 
accuhat. That she was the chief of the Furies, appears by her 
description in the seventh ^nei'd; to which, for haste, I refer 
the reader. 
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TO 



THE READER. 



What Virgil wrote in the vigour of his age, in 
plenty and at ease, I have undertaken to translate 
in my declining years ; struggling with wants, op- 
pressed with sickness, curbed in my genius, liable 
to be misconstrued in all I write ; and my Judges, 
if they are not very equitable, already prejudiced 
against me, by the lying character which has been 
given them of my morals. Yet, steady to my prin- 
ciples, and not dispirited with my afflictions, I have, 
by the blessing of God on my endeavours, over- 
come all difficulties, and, in some measure, acquit- 
ted myself of the debt which I owed the public 
when I undertook this work. In the first place, 
therefore, I thankfully acknowledge to the Almighty 
Power the assistance he has given me in the begin- 
ning, the prosecution, and conclusion, of my pre- 
sent studies, which are more happily performed 
than I could have promised to myself, when I la- 
boured under such discouragements. For, what I 
have done, imperfect as it is for want of health, and 
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leisure to correct it, will be judged in after-ages, 
and possibly in the present, to be no dishonour to my 
native country, whose language and poetry would 
be more esteemed abroad, if they were better un- 
derstood. Somewhat (give me leave to say) I have 
added to both of them in the choice of words, and 
harmony of numbers, which were wanting (espe- 
cially the last) in all our poets, even in those who, 
being endued with genius, yet have not cultivated 
their mother-tongue with sufficient care ; or, relying 
on the beauty of their thoughts, have judged the 
ornament of words, and sweetness of sound, unne- 
cessary. One is for raking in Chaucer (our Eng- 
lish Enpius) for antiquated words, which are never 
to be revived, but when sound or significancy is 
wanting in the present language. But many of his 
deserve not this redemption, any more than the 
crowds of men who daily die, or are slain for six- 
pence in a battle, merit to be restored to life, if a 
wish could revive them. Others have no ear for 
verse, nor choice of words, nor distinction of 
thoughts ; but mingle farthings with their gold, to 
make up the sum. Here is a field of satire opened 
to me : but, since the Revolution, I have wholly 
renounced that talent : for who would give physic 
to the great, when he is uncalled — to do his patient 
no good, and endanger himself for his prescription ? 
Neither am I ignorant, but I may Justly be con- 
demned for many of those faults, of which I havfe 
too liberally arraigned others. 

' " — Cynthius aurem 

Vellity et admonuit 

It is enough for me, if the government will let 
me pass unquestioned. In the ' mean time, I am 
obliged; in gratitude, to return my thanks to many 
of them, who have not only distinguished me from 
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Others of the same party, by a particular exception ' 
of grace, but, without considering the man, have 
been bountiful to the poet — have encouraged Virgil 
to speak such English as I could teach him, and 
rewarded his interpreter for the pains he has taken 
in bringing him over into Britain, by defraying the 
charges of his voyage. Even Cerberus, when he 
had received the sop, permitted ^neas to pass freely 
to Elysium. Had it been offered me, and I had 
refused it, yet still some gratitude is due to such 
who were willing to oblige me : but how much more 
to those from whom I have received the favours 
which they have offered to one of a different per- 
suasion ! amongst whom I cannot omit naming the 
Earls of Derby* and of Peterborough.t To the first 
of these I have not the honour to be known ; and 
therefore his liberality was as much unexpected, as 



* William Richard George, ninth earl of Derby. He died 5th 
November 1702. He joined early in the Revolution. 

f Charles Mordaunt, third earl of Peterborough, and first earl 
of Monmouth of his family, is one of the most heroic characters, 
according to ancient ideas of heroism, which occur in English his- 
tory. Under every disadvantage of want of money, and provisions, 
and men, from England, of the united opposition of France, and 
almost all Spain, and of the untoward and untractable disposition 
of Charles of Austria, he had almost placed that prince upon the 
Spanish throne, in defiance of all opposition, as well as of Cnarles's 
own imprudence. With an army which never amounted to 10,000 
men, he drove triple the number out of Spain before him ; and, 
had he not been removed by a wretched intrigue, he would have 
secured the kingdom, which he had effectually conquered. Like : 
other heroes, he was attached to literature, and especially to poe- 
try.; and the conqueror of Spain was the patron of Dryden, and 
the friend of Swift, Pope, and Gay. He was a keen whig, but 
not in favour with his party. " It is a perfect jest," says Swift, 
in a letter to Archbishop King, 5th February 1707-8, " to see 
my Lord Peterborough, reputed as great a Whig as any man in 
England, abhorred by his own party, and caressed by the Tories." 
This great man died at Lisbon, 1737, aged seventy-seven. 
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it was undeserved. The present Earl of Peterbo- 
rough has been pleased long since to accept the ten- 
ders of my service : his favours are so frequent to 
me, that I receive them almost by prescription. 
No difference of interests or opinion has been able 
to withdraw his protection from me. And I might 
justly be condemned for the most unthankful of 
mankind, if I did not always preserve for him a 
most profound re^ct and inviolable gratitude. I 
must also add, that, if the last ^neid shine amongst 
its fellows, it is owing to the commands of Sir Wil- 
liam Trumball,* one of the principal secretaries of 
state, who recommended it, as his ffurourite, to my 
care ; and, for his sake particularly, I have made it 
mine : for who would confess weariness, when he 
enjoined a fresh labour? I could not but invoke 
the assistance of a Muse for this last office. 

Estremum hunc, Arethusa — — — 
------—-——— Negat quis carmina Gallo f 

Neither am I to forget the noble present which 
was made me by Gilbert Dolben, Esq. the worthy 
son of the late Archbishop of York,t who, when I 



* The name of Sir William Trambal! m eminent among those 
statesmen, who^ amidst the fatigues of state, have found leisure 
to cultivate the Muses. He had been ambassador to France aUd 
Constantinople; and, in 1695, was raised to the high situation 
mentioned m the text. In 1697 he resigned his employments, 
and retired to East Hamstead, in Berkshire, where he eariy diS' 
tittguislfed the youthful genius of Pope/ During the remaining 
yean of Sir William's life, the young bard and the old statesman 
were almost inseparable companions. 

t Gilbert was the eldest son of John Dolben, Archbishop of 
Yoric ; a man distinguished for bravery in the civil wars, and for 
dignity of conduct in bis episcopal station. Sir William Trumball 
wrote a character of him, which is inserted in the new edition of 
the Biographia, VoK V. p, 930. The archbishop is celebrated 
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hegm this work, enriched me with all the several 
editions of Virgil, and all the commentaries of those 
editions in Latin; amongst which, I could not 
but prefer the Dauphin's, as the last, the shortest, 
and the most judicious* FalH*ini* I had also sent 
me from Italy ; but either be understands Virgil 
very imperfectly, or I have no knowledge of my 
author. 

Being invited by that worthy gentleman. Sir WiU 
liam Bowyer, to Denham Court, I translated the 
first Georgic at his house, and the greatest part of 
the last ^neid.t A more friendly entertainmetit 
no man ever found. No wonder, therefore, if both 
those versions surpass the rest, and own the satis- 
faction I received in his converse, with whom I had 
the honour to be bred in Cambridge, and in the 
same college. The seventh Mneid was made Eng- 
lish at Burleigh, the magnificent abode of the Earl 
of Exeter.t In a village belonging to his family I 



by Dry4en as a friend of David, in the first part of ** Absalom 
and Achitophel." 8ee Vol. IX. p. 24S, 303. Of Gilbert Bol- 
ben's life, the munificence extended to Dryden is perhaps the 
most memorable incident. 

* Printed at Venice) 1623. His countrymen claim for Fabrini 
more respect than Dryden allows him. 

< f Dryden gives a beautiful description of this spot in a note 
ov the beginning of the second Georgic, Vol. XIV. p. 49. 

' % John Cecil, fifth earl of Exeter. He was a non-juror, and 
lived in retirement at his noble seat of Burleigh. Prior was early 
patronized by his lordship ; and dates from his mansion the Uvely 
e[M8tle to Fleetwood Shepherd. Mr Malone supposes Prior may 
have assisted in composing his epitaph, where his character u thus 
degantty drawn : Johannes CeeU, Barode Burghle^y Exonia comes^ 
tnagni Burleii abnepos hattd^aquam degener. Egregiam enim in" 
dtdem optimis morions optimts artibus excduii, Humanioribus li» 
teris bene instruchis^ P^regre, plus vice simpHei, pvofeehu est, Ei 
ab eJ^tis Europa regionibuSf mukam anti^ustatum Unguarwn^ 
necndn et rerum civiiium scientiam reportavtt. Cum nemo ^orie 

13 
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was born;* and under his roof I endeavoured to 
make that ^neid appear in English with as much) 
lustre as I could; though my author has not given 
the finishing strokes either to it, or to the eleventh, 
as I perhaps could prove in both, if I durst presume, 
to criticise ray master. 

By a letter from William Walsh, of Abberley, Esq.t 
(who has so long honoured me with his friendship, 
and who, without flattery, is the best critic of our 
nation,) I have been informed, that his grace the 
Duke of Shrewsbury 1: has procured a printed copy. 



mdnU vel auUtm omarCf vd cyrarc respMieas posset, tnaltdt tamen 
otium et secessum* Itaque ruri suo visit, elegantery sumptuosCf splen^ 
dide, liberalibus studits oblectatus, amicis comis etjocundus, egenis 
largusy legum et ecclesia Anglicana fortis semper propugnator. 

* Aldwincle, in Narthamptonshire. 

t See Vol. XIII. p. 297. 

X Charles Talbot, the twelfth earl, and only duke of Shrews- 
bury. He was bred a Catholic ; but renounced the tenets of 
Rome during the time of the Popish plot. Previous to the 
Revolution, he had so strong a sense of the necessity of that 
measure, that he mortgaged his estate for L.4O9OOO, and retired 
into Holland, for the purpose of offering his fealty, and sword» 
to the Prince of Orange. Accordingly, when that great enter- 
prise succeeded, he was advanced to the ducal dignity, and 
loaded -with office and honours. In 1700, the Duke went upon 
the Continent for his health ; and, on his return, finding the . 
Whigs disgusted at his having married a foreign lady, having 
visited Rome, and, above all, having declined to enter actively, 
into their measures, he joined the Tories: he assisted in bring- 
ing about the peace of Utrecht, being appointed ambassador 
extraordinary for that purpose; and, finally, went to Ireland 
as lord-lieutenant. He died 1st February 1717-18.— -Mackay, 
or Davis, gives him the following character. 

<* Never was a greater mixture of honour, virtue, [^none"] and 
good sense, in any one person, than in him. A great man, at- . 
tended with a sweetness of behaviour and easiness of conversation^ 
which charms all who come near him.: Nothing of the stiffness 
of a statesman, yet the capacity and knowledge of a piercing wit. 
He speaks French and Italian as well as his native language ; and, 
although but one eye, yet he has a very charming countenance, 
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of the Pastorals, Georgics, and six first ^neids, froni 
my bookseller, and has read them in the country, 
together with my friend This noble person having 
been pleased to give them a commendation, which 
I presume not to insert, has made me vain enough 
to boast of so great a favour, and to think I have 
succeeded beyond my hopes ; the character of his 
excellent judgment, the acuteness of his wit, and 
his general knowledge of good letters, being known 
as well to all the world, as the sweetness olfhis dis- 
position, his humanity, his easiness of access, and 
desire of obliging those who stand in . need of his 
protection, are known to all who have approached 
him, and to me in particular, who have formerly 
had the honour of his conversation. Whoever has 
given the world the translation of part of the third 
Georgic, which he calls " The Power of Love," has 
put me to sufficient pains to make my own not in- 
ferior to his ;* as my Lord Roscommon's ** Silenus** 
had formerly given me the same trouble. The most 
ingenious Mr Addison of Oxford has also been as 
troublesome to me as the other two, and on the 
same account. After his " Bees/* my latter swarm is 
scarcely worth the hiving.t Mr Cowley's " Praise of 



and is the most generally beloved by the ladies of any gentleman 
in his time. He is turned of forty years old." 

The little word none, within the crotchets, is inserted by Swift, 
That wit elsewhere describes the duke '' as a person of admira- 
ble qualities ; and, if he were somewhat more active, and less 
timorous in business, no man would be thought comparable to 
him." — Letter to Archbishop King, 9Qth May 1712. 

* Mr Malone conjectures the concealed translator may have 
been Lord Lansdowne, author of the poem which precedes that 
translation in the Miscellanies. 

f Alluding to a translation of the third Book of the Georgics, 
exclusive of the story of Aristaeus, which appeared in the third 
volume of the Miscellanies ; by the famous Addison, then of 
Queen's College, Oxford. 

VOL. XV. N 



Digitized by 



Google 



19i^ POSTSCRIPT TO THE JSKJfi'S* 

a Countrj Life'' is excellent, but is rather an imita-^ 
tion of Virgil, than a version. That I have reco<» 
vered, in some measure, the health which I bad lost 
by too much application to this work, is owing^ 
next to God's mercy, to the skill and care of Dr 
Guibbons * and Dr Hobbs,t the two ornaments 
of their profession, whom I can only pay by this ac-« 
knowledgment. The whole faculty has always been 
ready to oblige me ; and the only one of them 
who endeavoured to defame ikie, had it not in bis 
powen t I desire pardon from my readers for say- 
ing so much in relation to myself, which concerns 
Dot them; and, with my acknowledgments to all 
my subscribers, have only to add, that the few Notes 
which follow, are par maruere d^acquit^ because I 
had obliged myself by articles to do somewhat of 
that kind. § These scattering observations are ra- 



* The same of whom Dryden elsewhere says, 

** Guibbons but guesses, nor is sure to save/* 

f Also an eminent physician of the time, ridicaled, in the 
** Dispensary,'! onder the title of Guiacum. 

-^ Alluding to his ancient foe, Sir Richard Blackmore. See 
the '* Epistle to Dry den of Chesterton/' and the conclusion of 
the Preface to the Fables. 

§ A passage in a letter from our author to Jacob Tonson, dated 
probably February 1695-6, lets us know yet more plainly, that 
to the niggard disposition of this bookseller, we owe that the notes, 
as her^ acknowledged, were rather slurred over, than written with 
due care : *' I am not sorry that you will not allow any thing to« 
wards the Notes ; for, to make them good, would have cost me 
half a year's time at least. Those I write shall be only marginal, 
to help the unlearned, who understand not the poetical fables. 
The Prefaces^ as I intend them, will be somewhat more learned. 
It would require seven years to translate Virgil exactly ; but I 
promise you once more, to do my best in the four remaining 
Books, as I have hitherto done in the foregoing. — Upon trial, I 
find all of your trade are sharpers, and you not more than others ; 
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ther guesses at my author's meaning in some pas- 
sages, than proofs that so he meant. The unlearn- 
ed may have recourse to any poetical dictionary in 
English, for the names of persons, places, or fables, 
which the learned need not : but that little which 
I say, is either new or necessary ; and the first of 
these qualifications never fails to invite a reader, if 
not to please him. 



therefore, I have not wholly left you. Mr Aston does not blame 
you for getting as good a bargain as you could* though I could 
have got a hundred pounds more ; and you might have spared 
almost all your trouble, if you had thought fit to publish the 
proposals for the first subscriptions, for I have guineas offered 
me. every day, if there had been room ; I believe, modestly 
speaking, I have refused already twenty-five. I mislike nothing 
IB your letter, therefore, but only your upbraiding me with the 
public encouragement, and my own reputation concerned in the 
notes ; when I assure you I could not make them to my mind 
in less 'than half a year's time." ' 
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In this last division of poetry y those poems are placed tohich 
have been ascribed to Dryden upon grounds more or less satisfac- 
tory^ yet do not seem entitled to be classed with his ackn&voledged 
writings* To some of them he doubtless lent his assistance, either 
fromjriendship to the author, or to the cause in which they were 
written. But, even in these, the hand of Dryden is not so effec 
tuaUy distinguished Jrom that of the inferior artist^ as to entitle 
them to be. removed from the apocryphal station which is here as- 
signed. Others I would have discarded altogether, butjrom the 
consideration that they were not of great length, and that the Jirst 
complete edition of Dryden should contain all that has hitherto 
been ascribed to our immortal Bard, even upon loose and uncer^ 
tain grounds. 
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Among the pieces fathered upon Drjrden, without satisfactory 
reason, this contains as little internal evidence as any of having 
received even the touches of that great master. . Yet, as is men- 
tioned in the Life of our Poet, the suspicion of being the author 
Subjected him to the cowardly revenge of Rochester, who hired 
bravoes to beat Dryden, in return for the severity with which he 
is here treated. The versification is so harsh, and the satire so 
coarse and clumsy, that I can hardly consent to think that 
' Dryden did more than revise and correct it. If he added a few 
lines here and there, he had so industriously levelled them with 
the rest of the performancci that they cannot be distinguished 
from it. The real author was Sheffield, Earl of Mulgrave, 
afterwards Duke of Buckingham. 

Like other lampoons of the time, the ** Essay on Satire" was 
handed about in manuscript copies, about November 1679. It is 
inserted in the quarto edition of Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham's 
Works, with many alterations and improvements by Pope, to 
whose correction it had been subjected by the noble poet. It 
is obvious, and has been well argued by Mr M alone, that if 
Dryden had taken any considerable pains with the original copy, 
Pope would have had but little to do. 

Sheffield, in his '< Essay on Poetry," pays dur author a very 
supercilious and aristocratic compliment on this, his own poem, 
having been attributed to him, and the castigation which en- 
sued: 

Though praised and punishM for another's rhimes, 

His own deserve as much applause someiimes. \ 

It is thus that noble authors distribute their praise, like their 
bountV) duly seasoned with humbling admonition. In the copy 
of the Essay revised by Pope, this impertinent couplet is omit- 
ted. 
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How dull, and how insensible a beast 

Is man, who yet would lord it o*^er the rest ! 

Philosophers and poets vainly strove 

In every age the lumpish mass to move ; 

But those were pedants, when compared with these, 

Who know, not only to instruct, but please. 

Poets alone found the delightful way. 

Mysterious morals gently to convey 

In charming numbers ; so that as men grew 

Pleased with their poems, they grew wiser too. 

Satire has always shone among the rest ; 

And is the boldest way, if not the best. 

To tell men freely of their foulest faults. 

To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts.* 

In satire, too, the wise took different ways. 

To each deserving its peculiar praise. 

Some did all folly with just sharpness-blame, 

Whilst others laugh'd and scorn'd them into shame. 

But of these two, the last succeeded best. 

As men aim rightest when they shoot in jest* 

Yet, if we may presume to blame our guides. 

And censure those, who censure all besides, 



♦ Would Dryden have pardoned such a rhyine ? 
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In Other things they justly are preferred i 
In this alone methinks the ancients err'd : 
Against the grossest follies they declaim ; 
Hard the^ pursue, but hunt ignoble game. 
Nothing IS easier than such blots to hit, . 
And 'tis the talent of each vulgar wit : 
Besides, 'tis labour lost ; for, who would preach 
Morals to Armstrong,* or dull Aston t teach? 
'Tis being devout at play, wise at a ball. 
Or bringing wit and friendship to Whitehall. 
But with sharp eyes those nicer faults to find. 
Which lie obscurely in the wisest mind. 
That little speck which all the rest does spoil, — 
To wash off that would be a noble toil ; 
Beyond the loose-writ libels of this age. 
Or the forced scenes of our declining stage : 



* Sir Tbomas Armstrong, then an officer of the guards^ and 
gentleman of horse to the king. He seems to have been re- 
markable for riot and profligacy, even in that profligate age ; 
witness his stabbing a gentleman in the pit of the theatre. Thus 
principled, he became, unfortunately for himself and his patron, 
a favourite of the Duke, of Monmouth, and engaged deeply in 
all his intrigues, particularly in that of the Rye-house plot, on 
die discovery of which he fled to Holland, of which he was a 
native : nevertheless, he was there seized and delivered. He 
was tried by Jefferies ; and sustained the brutality of that Judge 
with more spirit than his friends or his enemies expected. Upon 
a conviction of outlawry for treason, he was executed, June 
1685. 

f Aston is mentioned as a sort of half-wit in some of the 
lampoons of the day ; but I have not been able to trace any 
thing of his history, except that he seems to have been a cour- 
tier of the period ; perhaps the same Colonel Aston, whom the 
reader will find, in a subsequent note, acting as Mulgrave's 
second in an intended duel with Rochester. If this be so, 
from the slight with which he is here mentioned, there may have 
been a coolness in their friendship, although, indeed, the mere 
want of morals was not considered as an insufferable stigma in 
the reign of Charles H. and might pass for a good-natured joke, 
were the epithet dull omitted. The name Aston is mentioned 
in the << Epistle to Julian." 
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Above all censure too, each little wit 

Will be so glad to see the greater hit ; 

Who judging better, though concerned the roost. 

Of such correction will have cause to boast. 

In such a satire all would seek a share. 

And every fool will fancy he is there. 

Old story-tellers, too, must pine and die. 

To see their antiquated wit laid by ; 

Like her, who miss'd her name in a lampoon. 

And grieved to find herself decay'd so soon. 

No common coxcomb must be mentioned here ; 

Not the dull train of dancing sparks appear ; 

Nor fluttering officers, who never fight ; 

Of such a wretched rabble, who would write ? 

Much less half-wits ; that's more against our rules; 

For they are fops, the other are but fools. 

Who would not be as silly as Dunbar?* 

As dull as Monmouth,t rather than Sir Carr ?t 

The cunning courtier should be slighted too. 

Who with dull knavery makes so much ado j 

Till the shrewd fool, by thriving too too fast. 

Like iBsop's fox, becomes a prey at last. 



* Robert Constable, third Viscount of Dunbar. He is elsewhere 
mentioned with the epithet of " brawny Dunbar/' He married, 
1st, Mary, daughter of Lord Bellasis ; 2d]y, the Countess-dowager 
of Westmoreland. 

t The unfortunate Duke ; the qualities of whose mind did not 
correspond to his exterior accomplishments. Rochester says of 
him, — 

But, now we talk of Maestricht, where is he 
Famed for that brutal piece of bravery ? 
He, with his thick impenetrable scull, 
The solid hardened armour of i^ fool, 
Well mi^t himself to all war's ills expose, 
Who, come what will, yet bad no brains to lose. 

1 Sir Carr Scroop, a poet and courtier. See Note on the 
'« Epistle to Julian." 
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Nor shall the royal mistresses * be named. 
Too ugly, or too easy to be blamed ; 
With whom each rhyming fool keeps such a pother, 
They are as common that way as the other ; 
Yet, saunteritigCharles, between his beastly brace, \ 
Meets with dissembling still in either place, > 
Affected humour, or a painted face. } 

In loyal libels we have often told him. 
How one has jilted him, the other sold him i 
How that affects to laugh, how this to weep ; 
/But who can rail so long as he can sleep ? 
Was ever prince by two at once misled. 
False, foolish, old, ill-natured, and ilUbred ? 



* The royal mistresses were* the Duchesses of Cleveland and 
of Portsmouth. Neither was supposed over scrupulous in fide- 
lity to their royal lover. The Duchess of Cleveland, in par- 
ticular! lavished her favours even upon Jacob Hall, the rope- 
dancer ; at leasts so Count Hamilton assures us, in tlie " Me- 
moirs of Grammont." The Duchess of Portsmouth was a pen- 
sioner of the French court ; by whom she was thrown into the 
arms of Charles, with the express purpose of securmg his attach- 
ment to the cause of France. Charles knew, as well as any of his 
subjects, the infidelity of one mistress, and the treachery of the 
other ; and Sheffield has elsewhere vindicated the epithet of 
'< sauntering," which is here bestowed on that indolent monarch. 
'' I am of opinion," says the Duke, '' that, in his latter times, 
there was as much of laziness as of love in all those hours he 
passed among his mistresses ; who, after all, only served to fill 
up his seraglio, while a bewitdiing kind of pleasure, called sauri' 
ieringf and talking without constraint, was the true sultana-queen 
he delighted in."f While Sheffield thus solemnly confirms, ia 
prose, the character given of Charles in the " Essay upon Sa- 
'< tire," he ascertains his claim to the property of the poem. 
And I must add, I should be sorry to thmk Dryden was acces- 
sary to lampooning persons, to whom he had ofiered the incense 
of his verse. See the ** £pistle to Lady Castlemain," afterwards 
Duchess of Cleveland, and ** The Fair Stranger," addressed to 
Louise Querouailles, afterwards Duchess of Portsmouth. 

f Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham t Works, Vol. II. p. 61. 4to. 172^. 



Digitized by 



Google 



£SSAY UPON SATIRE. 207 

Earnely * and Aylesbury,t with all that race 

Of busy blockheads, shall have here no place ; 

At council set as foils on Dorset's score, 

To make that great false jewel shine the more ; 

Who all that while was thought exceeding wise, 

Only for taking pains, and telling lies. 

But there's no meddling with such nauseous men } 

Their very names have tired my lazy pen : 

'Tis time to quit their company, and choose 

Some fitter subject for a sharper muse. 

First, let's behold the merriest man alive t 
Against his careless genius vainly strive; 
Quit his dear ease, some deep design to lay, 
'Gainst a set time, and then forget the day : 
Yet he will laugh at his best friends, and be 
Just as good company as Nokes and Lee. 
But when he aims at reason or at rule. 
He turns himself the best to ridicule. 
Let him at business ne'er so earnest sit. 
Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit, 
That shadow of a jest shall be enjoy'd. 
Though he left all mankind to be destroyed. 



* Sir John Earnel j was bred to the law ; but became distin- 
guished as a second-rate statesman. He was chancellor of the 
exchequer in 1686 ; and was made one of the commissioners of 
the treasury, in the room of the Earl of Rochester. 

f Robert Bruce, second Earl of Elgin in Scotland, created 
after the Restoration an English peer, by the titles of Baron and 
Viscount Bruce, Earl of Aylesbury, in 1678 he was of the 
privy-council to his majesty, and a gentleman of the bed-cham- 
ber. In the reign of James II. the Earl of Aylesbury succeed- 
ed to the office of lord-chamberlain, upon the death of the Earl 
of Arlington, in July 1685 ; an office which he held only two 
months, as he died in October following. 

I The Earl of Shaftesbury ; of whose decrepit body, and ac- 
tiTe mind, much has been said in the notes on '< Absalom and 
Achitophel," and on the *' Medal." 
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So cat transform'd sat gravely and demure^ 

Till mouse appeared, and thought himself secure ; 

But soon the lady had him in her eye, 

And from her friend did just as oddly fly. 

Reaching above our nature does no good ; 

We must fall back to our old flesh 4ind blood ; 

As by our little Machiavel we find, 

That nimblest creature of the busy kind* 

His limbs are crippled, and his body shakes ; 

Yet his hard mind, which all tfiis bustle makes. 

No pity of its poor companion takes. 

What gravity can hold from laughing out, 

To see him drag his feeble legs about, 

Like hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler lugs him still 

Through hedges, ditches, and through all that's ilK 

'Twere crime in any man but him aloae. 

To use a body so, though 'tis one's own : 

Yet this false comfort never gives him o'er. 

That, whilst he creeps, his vigorous thoughtscansoar: 

Alas ! that soaring to those few that know. 

Is but a busy grovelling here below. 

So men in rapture think they mount the sky. 

Whilst on the ground the entranced wretches lie 

So modern fops have fancied they could fly. 

As the new earl,* with parts deserving praise. 

And wit enough to laugh at bis own ways, 



} 



* This was Arthur, first Earl of Essex of his name. He was 
son of that Lord Capel who so gallantly defended Colchester 
during the civil wars, and was executed upon the place being 
taken. Lord Essex had been lieutenant of Ireland from 1672 to 
1677, and was supposed to have fixed his ambition upon return- 
ing to that situation. Being disappointed, he joined m the mea* 
sures of Shaftesbury and Monmouth, and was a violent opponent- 
of the court. He was committed to the Tower on account of his 
accession to the Rye-house plot; and upon the morning on which 
Lord Russel was conveyed to his trial, he was found with his 
throat cut, the King and Duke of York being in the Tower at the 
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Yet losQ$ «!1 $oft day 9 tod sensual nights, 
Kind n^tur^ checks, and kioider fortune slights ; 
Striving against his quiet all he cati. 
For the fine notiop of a busy man. 
And what is that at besti but on^ whose mind 
Is made to tire himself and all mankind ? 
For Ireland be would go ; faith, let him reign ; 
For, if som? odd fantastic lord.would £ain 
Carry in trunks, and all my drudgery do, 
ni not only pay htm> but admire him too. 
But is there atiy othdr beast that llves^ 
^ho his pwp barm so wittingly contrivte? 
Will any dog that has his teeth and stones, 
Refinedly leave his bitches and his bones. 
To turn a wheel ? and bark to be employed, 
While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd ? 
Yet this fond man, to get a statesman's name, 
Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 
Though satire nicely writ with humour stings 
But those who merit praise in other things } 
Yet we must needs this one exception make. 
And break our rules for silly Tropos' sake ;* 



very time, to witness some experiment on the ordnanpe. It was 
afterwards asserted, that he had been murdered by order of the 
court. Even Burnet, however, seems to acquit them of the 
crime, both because Essex was a free-thinker, and accustomed 
to vindicate suicide, and because his surgeon declared to him, 
that, from the mode in which the wound was inflicted, it could 
only have been done with his own hand. But the violent pro- 
ceedings against Braddon and Speke, who attempted to investi- 
gate thi9 mysterious affair, threw some suspicion upon the court 
party. If Charles was accessary to the murder, the time was 
strangely chosen, and the king's dissimulation equally remark- 
able ; for, on hearing the event, he exclaimed, " Alas ! Lord 
Essex might have trusted my clemency ; I owed his family a 
life." 

* This was the infamous Lord Chief- Justice Scroggs. He had 
ready eloquence and much impudence. At first he stickled hasd 
for the Popish Plot ; but, finding that ceased to be the road to 

VOL. XV. O 



Digitized by 



Google 



210 ESSAY UPON SATIRE. 

Who was too much despised to be accused. 

And therefore scarce deserves to be abused ; 

Raised only by his mercenary tongue, 

For railing smoothly, and for reasoning wrong* 

As boys, on holidays let loose to play, 

Lay waggish traps for girls that pass that way ; 

Then shout to see, in dirt and deep distress. 

Some silly cit in her flower'd foolisn dress,*—* 

So have I mighty satisfaction found. 

To see his tinsel reason on the ground ; 

To see the florid fool despised, and know it, 

By some who scarce have words enough to show it; 

For sense sits silent, and condemns for weaker 

The finer, nay sometimes the wittier speaker : 

But 'tis prodigious so much eloquence 

Should be acquired by such little sense ; 

For words and wit did anciently agree, 

And TuUy was no fool, though this man be : 

At bar abusive ; on the bench unable ; 

Knave on the woolsack ; fop at council-table. 

These are the grievances of such fools as would 

Be rather wise than honest, great than good. 

Some other kind of wits must be made known. 
Whose harmless errors hurt themselves alone ; 
Excess of luxury they think can please, 
And laziness call loving of their ease ; 
To live dissolved in pleasures still they feign. 
Though their whole life's but intermitting pain ; 



preferment, he became as eager on the other side. North al- 
lows, that his course of life was scandalous. 
* This seems to have been copied by Gay in his Trivia : 

Why do you, boys, the kennel's surface spread, 
To tempt, with faithless pass, the matron's tread ? 
How can you laugh to see the damsel spurn. 
Sink in your frauds, and her green stocking moifim ? 
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So much of surfeits, beadachs, claps are seen^ 
We scarce perceive the little time between ; 
Well-meaning men, who make this gross mistake. 
And pleasure lose only for pleasure's sake ; 
Each pleasure has its price, and when we pay 
Too much of pain, we squander life away. 

Thus Dorset,* purring like a thoughtful cat, 
Married, — ^but wiser puss ne'er thought of that ; 
And first he worried her with railing rhyme. 
Like Pembroke's mastives at his kindest time ; 
Then for one night sold aU his slavish life, 
A teeming widow, but a barren wife. 
Sw^Pd by contact of such a fulsome toad, 
He lugg'd about the matrimonial load ; 
Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he. 
Has ill restored him to his liberty ; 
Which he would use in his old sneaking way. 
Drinking all night, and dozing all the day ; 
Dull as Ned Howard, whom his brisker times 
Had famed for dulness in malicious rhymes.t 

Mulgrave t had much ado to 'scape the snare. 
Though learn'd in all those arts that cheat the fair ; 



^ * The wittj Earl of Dorset, whom we hare often had occa- 
sion to mention in these notes. His first wife was the Countess- 
Dowager of Falmouth. , Sheffield insinuates, that he had previ- 
ously lampooned this lady, and hints at some scandal now obso- 
lete. She died without any issue by Dorset. 

^ f Alluding to Dorset's verses to Mr Edward Howard, ** On 
his incomparable incomprehensible Poem, called the British 
Princess." 

% Mulgrave here alludes to some anecdotes of his own life 
and amours, which probably were well known at the time, but 
are now too obscure to be traced. He was three times married, 
and always to widows. His lordship is here pleased to represent 
himself as a gallant of the first order, skilled in all the arts of per- 
suasion and conquest. But his contemporaries did not esteem him 
so formidable, at least if we may beheve the author of a satire, 
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For, after idl bid vu%ar marH^^mocks^ 
With beauty dazded, Numps wag in the stocks; 
Deluded parents dried their weeping eyes/ 
To see him catch his Tartar for his prize : 
The impatient town waited the wishM*for change. 
And cudcolds smiled in hopes of sweet revenge ; 
Till Petworth plot made us with sorrow see. 
As his estate, his person too was free : 
Him no soft thoughts, no gratitbde could move ; 
To gold he fled from beauty and iVom love ; 
Yet failing there he keeps nis freedom still. 
Forced to live happily against his will ; 
'Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and power 
Break not his boasted quiet every hour. 
And little Sid.* for simile renown'd. 
Pleasure has always sought, but never found ; 



called, ** A Heroioal £pi8tle from Lord Allpride to Doll Com- 
mon ;" a hitter and virulent satire on Mnlgraye. He ia thus 
describedy in an epigram on Lord Allpride: 

Against his stars th« coxcomb ever strives, 
And to be something they forbid contrives.' 
With a red nose, splay foot, and goggle eye, 
A ploughman's booby mien, face all awry, 
A filthy breath, and every loathsome mark, 
Tha punefainoHo seta up for aspark: 
yritb equal self-ooneeit he takes up aims, 
But wiUi such vile success his part performs^ 
That he burlesques the trade, and, what is best 
In others, turns, like Harlequin, to jest : 
So have 1 seen, at Smiihfiela's wondrous fair, 
M^an all his brother-monstafs flourish there, 
A lubbard elephant Svmi the town, 
With making legs, and shooting off a gun. 
Go where be will, he porar finds a friend, 
Shame and derision all his steps attend ; 
Alike abroad, at home, i* the camp, and court, 
This knight o* tlie burning pestle makes us sport 

This seems to have been written by the offended Sir Car Scrope. 

* Derrick is inclined to think, that Sidney, brother of the Earl 

of Leicester, and of the famous Algernon Sidney, is here meant. 
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Though all bis thoughts on wine and womien fall, 
His are so bad) sure he nfe'er thinks at alh 
The flesh he lives upon is rank and strong, 
His meat and mistresses are kept too l^ng. 
But sure we all mistake this pious man, 
Who mortifies his per^dn all he can : 
What we unfcharitably lake for sin. 
Are only rules of this odd capuchin ; 
For never hermit, under gi^ve pretence. 
Has lived more Contrary to common Sense ; 
And 'tis a miracle, we may suppose, 
No nastiness offends his skilful nose ; 
Which from all stink can, with peculiar art, 
Extract perfume and esisence from a f-~t. ' 
Expecting supper is his great delight ; 
He toils all day but to be drunk at night ; 
Then o*er his cups this night-bird chirping sits. 
Till he takes Hewet * and Jack Hall * for wits. 



But the character better suits Sir Charles Sedley or Sidley, for 
he spelled the name both' ways. In explanation of the line, there 
18, in the 4to edition of Sheffield's Works, this short note» ** Re* 
markable for making pleasant and proper similies upon all occa- 
sions." In a satire in the State Poems, Vol. II. 

To a soul so mean e'en ShaHwell is a stranger ; 
Kay, litde Sid. it seems, less values danger. 

* Sir George Hewet was a coxcomb of the period^ after whom 
Etherege is said to have modelled Sir Fopling Flut^r's character: 

Scarce will their greater grief pierce every httrt^ 
Should Sir George Hewit or Sir Car depart 
Had it not better been, than thus to roaxD, . 
To stay and tie the cravat string at home ; 
To strut, look big, shake pantaloon, and swear 
With Hewit, <* Damme, there's no action here!" 

Rochester's Farewell. ' 

His pretensions to gallantry are elsewhere ridiculed ; 

Yet most against tlieir genius blindly run, 

The wrong they chuse, and what they're made for shun ; 
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Rochester I despise for want of wit^ 
Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet ; 
For, while he mischief means to all mankind. 
Himself alone the ill effects does find ; 
And so, like witches, justly suffers shame. 
Whose harmless malice is so much the same 
False are his words, affected is his wit j 
So often he does aim, so seldom hit i 
To every face he cringes while he speaks, 
But when the back is turn'd the head he breaks. 



Thus Aldington thinks Ibr ttete aflUn he*i fit, ' 
Hewit for ogling, C l y for a wit. 

The Town Life, 

And again. 

May Hewet's bUleU-doux sucoettful prove, 
In temptiog of her little Grace to lore. 

Sir George Hevet attended the Prince of Denmark when he 
joined the Prince of Orange. 

Jack Hall, the rotten Uzza of *^ Absalom and Achitophel/' 
(Vol. IX, pp. 331 . 373.) He seems to have gone into opposition 
to the court with Sidley, his patron. Thei:e is a comical account 
given of a literary effort of his in one of the State Poems: 

Jack»taU 

l eft town, 
But first writ something that he durst not own ; 
Of prologrue lawfully begotten. 
And full nine months maturely thought on ; 
Born with bard labour and much pain, 
Ousely was doctor chamberlain, f 
At length, from stuff and rubbish picked, 
As bears' cubs into form are licked. 
When Wharton, £therege, and Soam^ 
To give it their last strokes were come, 
Those critics differed in their doom ; 
Yet Swan \ says, he admired it *scaped, 
Being Jack Hall's, without being clapped. 



} 



f Then a famous accoucheur. 

I The same, I suppose, whom Dryden dignifies with the tide of honest Mt 
Swan, Vol. XIII. p. 97. 
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Mean in each action, lewd in every limb, 

Manners themselves are mischievous in him ; 

A proof that chance alone makes every creature, 

A very Killigrew without good-nature. 

For what a Bessus * has he always lived, 

And his own kickings notably contrived ? 

For, there's the folly that's still mix'd with fear. 

Cowards more blows than any hero bear ; 

Of fighting sparks some may their pleasures say. 

But 'tis a bolder thing to run away. 

The world may well forgive him all his ill, 

For every fault does prove his penance still ; 

Falsely he falls into some dangerous noose. 

And then as meanly labours to get loose ; 

A life so infamous is better quitting. 

Spent in base injury and low submitting.t 



* A cowardly braggadocio character in Beaumont and Flet- 
cher's excellent play of " King and no King." 

f No one could know the cowardice of Lord Rochester 80 well 
as Mulgravcy who, in his Memoirs, records the following infamous 
instance of it. He had heard it reported, that Lord Rochester 
had said something of him very malicious : ^' I therefore sent Co- 
lonel Aston, a very mettled friend of mine, to call him to account 
for it. He denied the words ; and, indeed, I was soon convinced 
he had never said them ; but the mere report, though I found 
it to be false, obliged me (as I then foolishly thought) to go 
on with the quarrel ; and the next day was appointed for us to 
fight on horseback, a way in England a little unusual, but it 
was his part to chuse. Accordingly, I and my second lay the 
night before at Knightsbridge, privately, to avoid the being se- 
cured at London upon any suspicion ; which yet we found our- 
selves more in danger of there, because we had all the appear- 
ance of highwaymen, that had a mind to lie skulking in an odd 
inn for one night ; but this, I suppose, the people of that house 
were used to, and so took no notice of us, but liked us the better. 
.In the morning, we met the Lord Rochester at the place appoint- 
ed, who, instead of James Porter, whom, he assured Aston, he 
would make his second, brought an errant lifeguard-man, whom 
nobody knew. To thFs Mr Aston took exception, upon the ac- 
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rd like to have left oiit bis poetry ; 
Forgot by all almost as well as me. 
Sometimes be has some humoor, never wit» 
And if it rarely, very rarely, bit, 
'Tis under so much nasty rubbish laid. 
To find it out's the cind^nvoman's trade. 



count of his being no suitable adversary ; especially consideriDS 
how extremely well he wai mounted, whereas we had 6nly a 
couple of pads. Upon which, we all agr^d to fight oh foot : oni, 
as my Lord Rochester and I were riding into we next field, in 
order to it, he told me, that he had at first chosen to fight ofi 
horseback, because he was so weak with a distemper, that he found 
himself unfit to fight at all any way, much less a-foot. { was ex* 
tremely surprised, because, at that time, iid man had abetter de- 
putation for courage; and (my anger against him being qjuite over, 
because I was satisfied that he never spoke those words I resent- 
ed), I took the liberty of representinj?, what a ridiculous stoiy 
it would make if we returned without fighting ; and therefore ad- 
vised hhn, for both our sakes, especially for his own, to consi- 
der better of it ; since I must be obliged, in my own defence, to 
lay the feult on him, by telling the truth of the matter. His an- 
swer was, that he submitted to it ; and hoped, that I would not 
desire the advantage of having to do with any mail iii M weak a 
condition. I replied, that, by sudk an ar^ment, he had suffi- 
ciently tied my hands, upon condition I might call our seconds 
to be witnesses of the whole business; which he dofiseiifod to, 
and so we parted. When we returned to London, we ftutid it 
full of this quarrel, upon our being absent do long ; and there- 
fore Mr Aston thought himself obliged to write down OVervlrOrd 
and circumstance of this whole matter, in order td spread ei^ery 
where the true reason of our returning without having fought; 
which being never in the least either contradicted or resented 
by the Lord Rochester, entirely ruined his i^putktioii 4s to OoiT- 
rage, (of which I was really sorry to be the occasion), though 
no body had still a greater as to wit ; which supported him ^ret^ 
w-ell in the world, notwithstanding some more accid^ntd 0€ tho 
same kind, that never fail to succeed one another when ofloe 
people know a man's wG$kne$»"'--Memom of She^dd, Duki^ 
Buckingham. 

Conscious of his infamy, Rochester only ventured to reply to 
Sheffield) the real author of the above satire, by some cold ineers 
on his expedition to Tangiers, which occur in the poem called 
" Rochester's Farewell." 
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WhO| for the wretched remnants of a fire, 

Must toil all day in ashes and in mire. 

So lewdly dull his idle works appear, 

The wretched text deserves no comments here ; 

Where one poor thought sometimes, left all alone. 

For a whole page of dulness must atone. 

How vain a thing is man, and how unwise ! 
E'en he, who would himself the most despise ! 
I, who so wise and humble seem to be. 
Now my own vanity and pride can't see. 
While the world's nonsense is so sharply shown. 
We pull down others but to raise our own ; 
That we may angels seem, we paint them elves. 
And are but satires to set up ourselves. 
I, who have all this while been finding fault. 
E'en with my master, Who first satire taught ; 
And did by that describe the task so hard. 
It seems stupendous and above reward ; 
Now labour with unequal force to climb 
That lofty hill, unreach'd by former time, — 
'Tis just that I should to the bottom fall, 
Learn to write well^ or not to write at all. 
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A 

FAMILIAR EPISTLE 

TO 

Mr JULIAN, 

SECRETARY OF THE MUSES. 



The extremity of license in manners, necessarily leads to equal 
license in personal satire ; and there never was an age in which 
both were carried to such excess as in that of Charles II. These 
personal and scandalous libels acquired the name of lampoons, 
from the established burden formerly sung to them : 

Lampone, lampone, eamerada lampone. 

Dryden suffered under these violent and invisible assaults, as 
much as any one of his age ; to which his own words, in several 
places of his writings, and also the existence of many of the pas- 

5[uils themselves in the Luttrel Collection, bear ample witness, 
n many of his prologues and epilogues he alludes to this rage 
for personal satire, and to the employment which it found for 
the naif and three quarter wits and courtiers of the time ! 

Yet these are pearls to your lampooning rhymes ; 
Ye abuse yourselves more dully than the times. 
Scandal, the glory of the English nation, 
Is worn to rags, and scribbled out of fashion : 
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Such bannlest thrusts, as if, 19ce fencers wise, 
They bad agreed their play before their jprize. 
FVuth they may hang their harp upon the willows ; 
*Tis just like children when they box with piQowB. 

See YoL X. p. S65. 

Upon the general practice of writing lampoons, and the neces* 
iMty of finding some mode of dispersing them, which should dif- 
fuse the scandal widely, while the authors remained concealed, 
was founded the self-erected office of Julian^ secretary, as he 
called himself, to the Muses. This person attended WilFci, the 
Wits* Coffeehouse, as it was called ; and dispersed, among the 
crowdsivho frequented that place of gay resort, copies of the lam- 
poons which had been privately communicated to him by their 
attU)ors. ** He is described," says Mr Maione, << as a very drunk- 
en fellow, and at one time was confined for a libel." Several 
satires were written, in the form of addreates, to him^ as well as 
the foUowing. . There is one among, the State Poemsi .beginnings 

Julian, in verse^ to ease thy wants I write. 
Not moved by aiyy, malice, or by spite, 
Or pleased with the empty names of wit and sense, 
But merely to supply thy want of pence : 
This did inspire my muse, when, out at eel, 
She saw hdr needy secretary reeL 
Grieved that a man, so useful to the age, 
Should foot it in so mean an equipage ; 
A crying scandal, that the fees of sense 
Should not be able to support the expense 
Of a poor scribe, who never thought of wants 
When able to procure a cup of J^^ants. 

Another, called, *' A Consoling Epistle to Julian," is said to have 
been written by the Duke of Buckingham.. 

From a passage in one of the '< Letters from the Dead to the 
Living," we learn, that, after Julian's death, and the madness of his 
successor, called Summerton, lampoon felt a sensible decay ; and 
there was no more that '* brisk spirit of verse, that used to watch 
the follies and vices of the men and women of figure, that they 
could not star]; new ones faster than lampoons exposed them/' 

In another epistle of the same collection, supposed to be writ- 
ten by Julian from the shades, to Will Pierre, a low comedian, he 
is made thus to boast of the extent of the dominion which he ex- 
ercised when on earth. 

<< The conscious Tub Tavern can witness, and my Berry Street 
apartment testify, the solicitations I have had, for the first copy 
of a new lampoon, from the greatest lords of the court, thou^ 
their own folly and their wives' vices w^re the subjects. My per- 
son was so sacred, that the terrible scan-man had no terrors for 
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me, whose business was so public and so useftil, as cdnveying about 
the faults of the great' ana the fair ; for in my books the lord was 
shewn a knaye or fool» though his power defended the former, 
and his pride would not see the latter. The antiquated coquet 
was told of her age and ugliness, though her vanity placed her 
in the first row fai tlie king^ boft at Uie pkv^o^bie ; and Hi &e 
▼lew of the congregation at 8t James's church. The precdsd 
eouiitesS) that would be scandadiased at doaik^ntendre^ was shewn 
betwiKt ft oair of sheets with a well-Made fbotiAati, in spite of tier 
quality and conjugal vow. T%ie formal statesman^ that set op fbr 
wied^ia and honesty^ was exposed as a dull tool, and yet a kiia%e» 
losing at play hk own retenue) and thd bribes incident to his pMi^ 
besides enjoying the infamy of a poor and fmidess knavery, witb^ 
out Any concern. The demure hidy, that would scarce si|» off tha 
glass in company, was shewn carousing her bottles in pntate, sai 
cool Naatz too, sometimes, to correct ih« crtiditfea cf htr liat 
night's d^baudi. In short, in my books were seen men and wometf 
as they were, not as they would seem, — stript of their hypocrisy, 
spoiled of the fig-leaves of their quality. A knave was called a 
knave, a fool a fool, a jilt $ jilt, and a whore a whore. And 
the love of scandal and native malice, that men and women have 
to one another, made me in such request when alive, that I was 
admitted to the lord's ck»et, when a man 6f letters and merit 
would be thrust out of doors. And I was as fiimiiliar with the 
ladies as their lap-dogs ; for to them I did often good services : 
under pretence of a lampoon, t conveyed ft btUet-dovug; and so» 
whilst I exposed their vast vices in the present, I prompted mat- 
ter for the next lampoon." 

The following lampoon, in which it is highly improbable that 
Dryden had any share, is chiefly levelled against Sir Car Scrop^, 
son of Sir Adrian Scrope of Cockington, in Lincolnshire, a 
courtier of oonudcrable poetical taleaits, of whom Anthony 
Wood says, *' that, as diven satirical copies of verses were made 
upon him by other persons, so he hath divers made by hims^ 
op6n them, which are handed about to this day." We have seen 
that be is mentioned with contempt in the << Essay on Satire ;" 
and, in the '< Advice to Ajm^Io,'^ in the State Poe|Ds> Vol. I. Us 
studies 9Xt thus commemorated : 



Sir Cat, tblit knight of wither'd h^ 



Who^ for the reversion of a poet's place, 
Waits on lifelpomene, and iiooUis her grace ; 
That angry miss alone he strives to please, 
For fear the rest should teach him wit and case, 
And make him qiii|^bis loved laborious walks. 
Where, sod or silent, o*er the room he stalks, 
And strives to write za wisely as he talks. 
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He is also mentioned in many other libels of the c^ay, and 
some of his answers are still extant. Rochester assailed him in 
his << Allusion to the Tenth Satire of Horace's first Book." Sir 
Car Scrope replied, and published a poem in Defence of Satire^ 
to which the earl retorted by a very coarse set of Terses, ad- 
dressed to the knight by name. Sir Car Scrope was a toleridile 
translator from the classics ; and his version of the " Epistle 
from Sappho to Phaon" is inserted in the translation of Ovid's 
Epistles by several hands, edited by our author. Dryden men- 
tions, in one of his prefaces, Sir Car Scrope's efforts with ap- 
probation. But it is not from this circumstance alone I con- 
clude that this epistle has been erroneously attributed to our 
author ; for the whole internal evidence speaks loudly against 
its authenticity. Indeed, it only rests on Dryden's name being 
placed to it in the 6th volume of the Miscellanies published 
after his death. 
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FAMILIAR EPISTLE 
xo 

Mil JULIAN, 

SECRETARY OF THE MUSES. 



Thou common-shore of this poetic town, 
Where all the excrements of wit are thrown ; 
For sonnet, satire, bawdry, blasphemy. 
Are emptied, and disburdened all in thee : 
The choleric wight, untrussing all in rage. 
Finds thee, and lays his load upon thy page. 
Thou Julian, or thou wise Vespasian rather, 
Dost from this dung thy well-pick'd guineas gather. 
All mischiePs thine ; transcribing, thou wilt stoop 
From lofty Middlesex* to lowly Scroop. 
What times are these, when, in the hero's room. 
Bow-bending Cupid doth with ballads come, 
And little Astont offers to the bum ? 



} 



* Sackville, Lord Buckhurst^ was created Earl of Middlesex 
in 1675. He is better known as the Earl of Dorset, 
f Probably the person mentioned in the " Essay on Satire." 
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Can two such pigmies such a weight support, 
Two such Tom Thumbs of satire in a court ? 
Poor George * grows old, his muse worn out of fashion. 
Hoarsely he sung Ephelia's lamentation. 
Less art thou helpM by Dryden*s bed-rid age $ 
That drone has lost his sting upon the stage. 
Resolve me, poor apostate, this my doubt. 
What hope hast thou to rub this winter out ? 
Know; and be thankful then, for Providence 
By me Jiath sent thee this intelligence. 

A knight there is,t if thou canst gain his grace. 
Known by the name of the hard-favour*d face. 
For prowess of the pen renown'd is he. 
From Don Quixote descended lineally ; 
And though, like him, unfortunate he prove, 
Undaunted in attempts of wit and love. 
Of his unfinish*d face, what shall I say, — 
But that 'twas made of Adam's own red clay ; 
That much, much ochre was on it bestow'd ; 
God's image 'tis not, but some Indian god : 
Our Christian earth can no resemblance bring, 
But ware of Portugal for such a thing ; 
Such carbuncles his fiery face confess. 
As no Hungarian water can redress. 
A face which, should he see, (but heaven was kind. 
And, to indulge his self. Love made him blind,) 
He durst not stir abroad for fear to meet 
Curses of teeming women in the street : 
The best could happen from this hideous sight, 1 
Is, that they should miscarry with the fright, — > 
Heaven guard them from thetikenessoftheknight! } 
Such is our charming Strephon's outward man. 
His inward parts let those disclose who can. 



* Sir George Etfaerege. f Sir Car Scrope. 
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One while he honoureth Birtha with bis flamep 
And now he chants no less Lovisa^s * patne ; 
For when his passion hath been bubbling long. 
The scum at last boils up into a song ; 
And sure no mortal creature at one time. 
Was e'er so far o'ergone with love and rhyme. 
To his dear self of poetry he talks. 
His hands and feet are scanning as he walks ; 
His writhing looks his pangs of wit accuse, 
The airy symptoms of a breeding muse^ 
And all to gain the great Lovisa's grace. 
But never pen did pimp for such a face ; 
There's not a nymph in city, town, or court, 
But Strephon's biUet-doua: has been their sport. 
Still he loves on, yet still he's sure to miss. 
As they who wash an Ethiop's face, or his. 
What fate unhappy Strephon does attend, 
Never to get a mistress, nor a friend ! 
Strephon alike both wits and fools detest, 
'Cause he's like Esop's bat, half-bird half*beast ; 
For fools to poetry have no pretence, 
And common wit supposes common sense} 
Not quite so low as fool, not quite a top, 
He hangs between them both, and is a fop. 
His morals, like his wit, are motley too ; 
He keeps from arrant knave with much ado. 
But vanity and lying so prevail. 
That one grain more of each would turn the scale } 
He would be more a villain had he time. 
But he's so wholly taken up with rhyme. 
That he mistakes his talent ; all his care 
Is to be thought a poet fine and fair. 



* Louise de Querouaille, Duchess of Portsmouth. 

13 
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Small beer and gruel are his meat and drink, 
The diet he prescribes bimsielf to think ; 
Rhyme next his heart he takes at the morn peep, 
Some love epistles at the hour of sleep }— • 
So, betwixt elegy and ode, we see 
Strephon is in a course of poetry. 
This is the man ordain'd to do thee good. 
The pelican to feed thee with his blood i 
Thy wit, thy poet, nay thy friend, for he 
Is fit to be a friend to none but thee. 
Make sure of him, and of his muse betimes. 
For all his study is hung round with rhymes. 
Laugh at him, jostle him, yet still he writes. 
In rhyme he challenges, in rhyme he fights. 
Charged with the last and basest infamy. 
His business is to think what rhymes to lie ; 
Which found, in fury he retorts again. 
Strephon*s a very dragon at his pen ; 
His brother murdered,* and his mother's whored. 
His mistress lost, and yet his pen's his sword. 



* Probably the Mr Scrope whom Langbaine saw stabbed in 
the theatre, by Sir Thomas Armstroirgy during the representa- 
tion of << Macbeth." Wood mentions a satire of Sir Car Scrope's, 
in which Sir Thomas Armstrong is reflected upon. The author 
of the epistle seems to allude to some such circumstance. 
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THE ART OF POETRY. 



This piece was inserted among Dryden's Works, upon au- 
thority of the foUowing advertisement by his publisher Jacob 
Tonson. 

*' This translation of Monsieur Boileau*s < Art of Poetry' was 
made in the year 1680, by Sir William Soame of Suffolk, Baro- 
net ; who, being very intimately acquainted with Mr Dryden, 
desired his revisal of it. I saw the manuscript lie in Mr Dry- 
den's hands for above six months, who made very considerable 
alterations in it, particularly the beginning of the Fourth Canto ; 
and it being his opinion, that it would be better to apply the 
poem to English writers, than keep to the French names, as it 
was fiAt> transited, Sir William desired he would take the pains 
to make that filteration ; and accordingly that was entirely done 
by Mr Pryden. 

*' The poem was first -published in the year 1683. Sir William 
was after sent ambassador to Constantinople, in the reign of 
King James, but died in the voyage/' J. T. 

To give weight to Tonson's authority, it may be added, that 
great, part of the [)oem bears marks of Dryden's polishin^^ hand ; 
and that some entire passages show at once his taste in criticism, 
principles, and prejuaices. 
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CANTO L 

Hask authon *ti$ a vain prefiumptucNis crime, 

To undertake the sacred ait of rhyme ; 

If at thy birth the stars that ruled thy sense 

Shone not with a poetic influence^ 

In thy strait genius^ thou wiU still be bound^ 

find Phoebus deaf, and Pegams unsound; 

You, then, that bum with the dgsire to try 
The dangerous course of charming pojetryt 
Forbear m fruitless verse to lose your time. 
Or take for genius the desire of rhyme ; 
Fear the allurements of a specious bait. 
And well consider your own force and weight* 

Nature abounds m wits of every kind. 
And for each author can a talent find. 
One may in verse describe an amorous flame. 
Another sharpen a short epigram ; 
Waller a hero's mighty acts extol, 
Spenser sing Rosalind in pastoral : 
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But a9t|iof% tb^t themsriVes tob much esteaiD, 
Lose their own genitifl^ and mistake their thiame $ 
Th^a io times part Dubartas * viiiAy writ^ 
Allaying sacmid truth with triflij9g wit ; 
Impertioeotly, and witl»>ut delight. 
Described the Israelites' triumphant flight ; 
And, following Moses o'er the san^y pli^i^^ 
Perish'd wjih Pharaoh in the Arabian main* 

Whste'er you write of pleasant or Bablimet 
Always let a^ise accompany your r^yme. 
Falsely they iseeta each other to opposd i 
Rhyme must be made with reaaofi's Um tQ cidse ; 
And when to conquer her you bead your fcirce^ 
The mind will triumph m the noble coiirse* 
To reason's yoke she qtilckly will iricliney 
Which, far from hurting, renders her divine j 
But if neglected, will as easily stray. 
And jmastitr reason, which she should obey. 
Loye raason then } and let whatever you write 
Borrow from her its beauty, force, and light. 
Most writers mounted on a reaty mMse, 
Extravagant and s^seless objects chuse ; 
They think they err, if in their verse they fall 
On any thought that's plain or natural. 
Fly this excess ; and let Italians be 
Vain authors of false glittering poetry. 
All ought to aim at sense 4 but motf ii:i yaiQ 
Strive the hard pass and slip|iery pMh to gain ; 



* William Sallust, Seigneur Du Bartas, who wrote a huge 
poem, quaintly divided into ^ weeks and days," naerrating the 
Scriptural history and miracles in vile bombastic and conceited 
verse. .He fcfund a kmd^ed translator in 4f^^l\^SL Sylvester, who 
published a version of these and other poems about the begin- 
ning of the 17th century. Dubartas was a soldier and a 
Huguenot, and followed the banners of Henry IV. iii the civil 
wars of France. Sylvester was an English merchant adventurer. 
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You drown, if to the right or left you 8t(tsy j 
Reason to go has often but one way. 
Sometimes an author, fond of his own th6ugbt. 
Pursues its object till it's over- wrought : 
If he describes a house, he shews the fac^: 
And after walks you round from place to place ; 
Here is a vi^ta, there the doors unfold. 
Balconies here are ballustred with gold ; 
Then counts the rounds and ovals in the halls, 
** The festoons, friezes, and the astragals:'' 
Tired with his tedious pomp, away I run. 
And skip o-er twenty pages, to be gone. 
Of such descriptions the vain folly see. 
And shun their barren superfluity. 
All that is needless carefully avoid ; 
The mind once satisfied is quickly cloy'd : 
He cannot write, who knows not to give o'er ; 
To mend one fault, he makes a hundred more : 
A verse was weak, you turn it much too strong. 
And grow obscure for fear you should be long. 
Some are not gaudy, but are flat and dry ; 
Not to be low, another soars too high. 
Would you of every one deserve the praise ? 
In writing vary your discourse and phrase ; 
A frozen style, that neither ebbs nor flows. 
Instead of pleasing, makes us gape and dose^ 
Those tedious authors are esteemed by none 
Who tire us, humming the same heavy tone. 
Happy who in his verse can gently steer. 
From grave to light ; from pleasant to severe : 
His works will be admired wherever foqnd. 
And oft with buyers will be compassed round. . 
In all you write, he neither low nor vile ; 
The meanest theme may have a proper style. 

The dull burlesque appear'd with impudence. 
And pleased by novelty in spite of sense. 
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All,' except trivial points, grew out of dote; 
Farnassas spoke the cant of BHlingsgate ; 
Bonndless and mad, disorder'd rhyme was seen ; 
Disguised Apollo changed to Harlequin. 
This plague, which first in country towns began, 
Cities and kingdoms quickly overran ; 
The dullest scribblers some admirers found. 
And the " Mock Tempest"* was a while renown'd. 
But this low stuff the town at last despised, - 
And scorn'd the folly that they once had prized ; 
Distinguish'd dull from natural and plain, 
And left the villages to Flecknoe's reign. 
Let not .so mean a style your muse debase. 
But learn from Butler the buffooning grace ; 
And let burlesque in ballads be employed. 
Yet noisy bombast carefully avoid ; 
Nor think to raise, though on Fharsalia's plain, 
" Millions of mourning mountains of the slain :*'t 
Nor with Dubartas bridle up the floods. 
And periwig with wool the baldpate woods.t 



* Written by Duffet, a low author, employed by the players 
of the King's-house to compose parodies on the operas, by which 
the Duke*s company at one time attracted large audiences. Ac- 
cordingly he wrote a " Mock Tempest," ^^ Psyche Debauched/' 
and other pieces of the same kbd. The first was so indecent, 
that in Dublin the ladies and people of rank left the house to 
the rabble when it was acted. See Langbaine, p. 177. ' Duf- 
fet was a milliner in the New Exchange. 
• + Des mourariB et des marts cent montagnes plaintive^. 
A lite from Brebeufs translation of Luean. 

j: This passage occurs in the following notable account of 
the wardrobe of our ancestor Adam after the fall, translated by 
Sylvester from Dubartas. It has the honour to be elsewhere 
alluded to by Dryden : 

But when the winter's keener breach began 
To cfystalliie the Baltic Ocean ; 
To glase the lakes, and bridle up the floods 
And periwig with wool the baldpate woods, 
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Chuses just Style; be grsnre without coqstnnt; 
Great without ppide^ and ioraly ivithoi|t pniitc 
Write what your nead^ Muy be pleased tdrhmtf 
And for the measure have a oarefid e^. 
Op. easy uuinbers 6aL yoisoi happy choice^ 
Of jarring sounds avoid ike odious ^eise: 
The fullest verse, and Ae most laboured sente^ 
Disfdease us, if the ear onef take o&nce. 
Our ancient verse, as homely as tiie times, 
Was rude, unmeasured, «nly ti^gg^d ^with rhymes ; 
Number and cadence, that ba^e smce beMi ihown^ 
To those uspolish'd writers wene unknown. 
Fairfax * was he, who, in that darker age. 
By his just rules restrain'd poetic rage } 



Qur gnadora Ariiikiiig, 'gao to shake and sfiiter, ' 
His toeth to chatjter, aod hit \^cvtd t^ ahi«er: 
Spying therefore a flock of muttons coming, 
(Whotefreese-clad hodi^ feel not wintered mumming J 
He ta^^ the fakpA, and h^ knocks it dunn^. 
Then by good hap, finding upon the down 
A sharp great fish-bone, which long time before 
Tlie roaring flood had cast upon the shore; 
He. cats the throa^ flays it, and i^reads the fall ; 
Tlien dries it, pares it, and he scrapes ft well; 
Tlien clothes his wife therewith ; and of such hides, 
Slops, iiats, and doublets, for himself provides. 

F»Urth Pmtt qfthefint day of the ^cond wetk. 

* Edward Fairfax, natural soq of Sir Thomiif fmrhx, of .Den- 
ton, in Yorkshire, who exec]i^e4 a most beai;«tifui traoslatipp of 
the ** Jerusalisni D6livene49" whi^ wmi publieb^in IGOO* Gol- 
lins, in apostrophizing Tf^o, d^s ^t forgal bi« €PQg»oi^ ^9^^ 
lator; 

How have I sate while piped the pensire wind* 

To hear thy harp by British Fairfax strung ^ 
Prevailing poet, whose undoubting mind 

Believed the magic wonders that he sung. 

Otle an ScoUish tSuperstUions. 

Fairfax also wrote thfe History of Edward the Black Prince, 
which has never been published. 
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Speller did tontm fUMjtomla «xoe];t ' 

And Utigbt.the iwble art of mtkxBg veU $ 

To stricter ruifis the atanea did featraia, 

And found for poetrjr a nchar.yeiti. 

Then D' Aveqantt camfi, wiio, .wkh a nev-»foiiod art» 

Changed ^ apotl'd ail, aiid bad bis wagr f^art $ 

His haughty ouue all others did despise^ 

And thoiwbt m trittonfrii to liaar off the ptize, 

'Till tliA ahgirp-sighted critics of the times^ . ' 

In their Mock*Gondibert, exfftosed hiarfajfiDea; 

The lauriris he iHieteaded didwfuse. 

And dashM the hopes of his aspiring muse. 

This hpadstrppgfivritetr faUiog from pa high. 

Made foUoiviisg authors take less lib?ity« 

Wslier jcame last, hut was the ^rst whose art . 

Just weight and measure did to verse impart ; 

Ths^t of a nwU-iplaced wond could teach' the fiirce. 

And shew'd for poetpj a noUer course ; 

His happy gei^usdid our tongue refine. 

And easy words with pleasing nupfibers ^oin ; . 

His verses to good method did a^ly. 

And changed l^ifd disooni to soft harmony. 

All ow9'd his laws ; wbicb^ long approved and tried. 

To present authors now may be a guide. 

Tread ^ddly in his ste|>s, secure from fear. 

And be» like him, in your expressions clear. 

If in your verse, you drag, and sense delay, 

My patience tires, my fancy goes astray ; 

And from your vain discourse I turn my mtad, 

Njop search an author troublesome to find. 



f Hiis 18 a hasty coDclusion ; Spenser's pastorals, at least the 
greater number of tSiem, have little claim to the title. It seems, 
however, to b«re bieea a ftvourite idea of this pdet ; for^ at the 
beginning of the Essay, he assigns heroic poetry as the sphere 
of Waller, and pastoral as that of Spenser. 

X D'Avenant's ^* Gondibert/' which contains many highly 
poetiosl pssPSgeib was ridiculed when published, and has been 
neglected ever since. See Vol. III. p. 97. 
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There is a kiad of writer pleased* with sound; 
Whose fustian head with clouds is<;ompass'd round, 
No reason. can disperse them with its light: 

I Learn then to think ere you pretend to writ*. 
As your idea's clear, or else obscure. 
The expression follows perfect or impure : 
What we conceive with ease we emi express;' 
Words to the notions flow with r^adinesa* 

Observe the language well in all you write. 
And swerve not from it in your loftiest flight. 
The smoothest verse, and the exactest sense. 
Displease us, if ill English give otknce: « • 
A barbarous phrase no reader can approve; 
Nor bombast, n(»se, or affectation love. 
In short, without pure language, what you write 
Can never yield us profit or delight. 
Take time for thinking; never work in haste; 
And value not yourself for writing fast. 
A rapid poem, with such fury writ^ 
Shews want of judgment, not abounding wit. 
More pleased we are Jlo see a river lead 
His gentle streams along a flowery m^d, 
;Than from high banks to hear loud torrente roar, 
With foamy waters on a muddy shore. 
Gently make haste,* of labour not afraid; 
A hundred times consider what you've ^id : 
Polish, repolish, every colour lay, ' . 
And sometimes add, but oftener take away; 
'Tis not enough, when swarming faults are writ/. 
That here and there are scattered ^ sparks of wit:- 
Each object must be fix'd in the due place. 
And differing parts have corresponding gi^^cei; . 
Till, l^y a curious art disposed,,, \y?e find . 
One perfect wholes of all the pieces join'd. 



« A pedantic translation of tlie I^itin ^\tra»e/estimi 'lente: 
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Keep to your subject cloa&.iii ail you say ; 
Nor for a sounding setitenoe ever stray. 
The public.censure for your writings fear> 
And to yourself be critic most severe. 
Fantastic wita their darling ibllies love ; 
But find you faithful fmends that will reprove, . 
That on your works^way look with careful eyes. 
And of your faults be sealous enemies : 
Lay by an author's pride and vanity, 
And from a friend a flatterer descry, 
Who seems to like, but means not what he says : 
Embrace true counsel, . but suspect false praise. * 
A sycophant will every thing admire ; 
Each verse> each sentence sets his soul on fire : 
All is divine ! there's not a word amiss ! 
He shakes with joy, and weeps with tenderness ; 
He overpowers you with ibis 'mighty praise. 
Truth never moves in those impetuous ways ; 
A faithful friend is careful of your fame, 
And freely will your heedless errors blame ; 
He cannot pardon a neglected line, 
But verse !to rule and order will confine; 
Reprove of words the too^afiected sound ;— - 
Here the sense flags, and your expression's round, 
Your fancy tires^ and your discourse grows vain. 
Your terms improper^; make it just and plain.r- - 
Thus 'tis a faithful friend will freedom use ; 
But authors^ partial to theif darling muse. 
Think to protect it they have just pretence, 
And at your friendly counsel take ofience,— - 
Said you of this, that the expression's flat ? 
Your servant, sir, you must excuse me that, 
He answers you.~-This word has here no grace, 
, Pray leave it out;— that, sir,'s the properest place*-— 
. This turn I like not;— 'tis approved by all. 
Thus, resolute not from one rault to fall« 
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If there's a «)ittsblex>f whulb ymi cleubt^ 
^Tis a sure reastmHot to blot it odti 
Yet still be sajr* y«h nnrf his fhatia ooofute. 
And over hioi your powet k ^rindldta^ 
But of his feigri'd htiiiiility take hited^ / 
'Tis a bait laid to mike yaa. hlsar kidi rreacL 
Aud frheii be leaves you^ happy in his^ omibc^ 
Restless he runs some other to abin^ 
And often finds ; for in ^ar aeribUihr times 
No fool can want a tot to praise faia rljrmes. 
The flattest work baa aver hs the court 
Met with some zealous Ma foir its rapport ; 
And in all times a forward scribbHng fop 
Had found some greater fool to crj^im up. 



GANTO II. 



PASTORAL. 

As a fair nvnipb^ ^ben ristog fironi her bed» 
With sparkling diamotids dtess^s hot her hmd. 
But witbotit goldj )or pearly- or costly sceots^ 
Gathers from neigJibburing Adds her ornaments; 
Sud>, lovely hi its dressy bu( plain withal. 
Ought to appeir a perfect Pastoral. 
Its humble method Aothiiig has of fierce. 
But hates the rattling of a lofty v^ne ; ' 
There native beauty pluses, and exches^ 
And ngvei: with bansh sounds the ear affrights. 
But in tbil» style a poet often spent^ 
la rage throws by bis rural iastfttment, 
Aitd vaiMy, wbeti disorder'd thoughts abomid. 
Amidst the Eclogue makes the trumpei somtd i 
Fan flies alai*mM into the iieighbourmg woods. 
And frighted nymphs dive down into the floods. 
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Opposed to this^ aoother, low in style. 
Makes shepherds speak a lanqguage base and vile : 
His writings, flat and heavy, without sound. 
Kissing the earlb, and oroi^mig on the ground. 
You'd swear ibat Randal^ in his rnatic strains,* •* 
Again wiis qdaverang to theooilntry swains. 
And changing^ without cure. of wand ttr dressy 
Strephon* and.PbiUis^ intti Tarn and Bets. 
'Twixt these eartreoMst 'tk bard tb keep the right ; 
For ^uidest tadbe Vi^g^ ami read Theoerite ; 
Be their Just; writibgs^ ' by thti Gro& inspired,. 
Your constdnt) pafttetn, prafetiaed^ and admired/ 
By them aleme. you'll easilji €<aiipreheiid . 
How poets, \^ithdui shames . oiay ooride^oelid 
Tordng of gardeni, fields, of fiowiH's^ and fruity 
To atk- u{> rihe^ierds^ and to tune ibe flute ; 
Of lore's rewards th tell tbe^iiappy hour, ; 
Daphne a tree> Nardssns ihade.ai Aovif^r^ 
And by what means the Eclc^gNie yit has power 
To make tfae-tikKidd w6rtfay el oinque^or : . 
This of tbiir writin|^d ss ti»e gvaice imd flight ; 
Their risings lo%v ydt nol; bet of flight. 



* It is difficult to guess who is meant. Certainly the descrip- 
tion does not apply to Thomas Randolph, whose pastorals are 
rather ornate^ mA duly garnish^ with clasiEScfd Aam^s ; witness 
a dialogad b^w«eo Titymsand Alesis, *< Occasioned by fito 
docton dkpiiUiig on predestinatioii." Still less do X think Ro- 
bert Kandiu was the person intended, whom Ritson has intro- 
duced among the English poets, in virtue of his ** Woeftil 
Sokg," ^d Mil ** Woeful and Sbtrbwful Cotfiplaint/' liceusi^d 
two days after tilie execution cif bis son and him^ at St Tbooms- 
a-WateringSy £lst February 1593. Probably Dryden, if he fUl- 
ed up this name, was contented to speak at large, from a gene- 
ral recollection, that Hiomas Randolph, the adopted son of Ben 
Jonson, fiofid ^kikUH pcuTfeoridA. TlM dOrrespdnd»^ mithoi^ valu- 
ed V Buiteau) 19 Fienre RflauUrd; wboy in dn^ng of Heniy add 
Charles of France, degraded them into Hennot and Carlin.. 

13 • 
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ELEGY. 



The Elegy, that loves a. mournful styie^ 
With unbound hair weeps at a funeral. pile ; . 
It paints the lover's torments and delights, 
A mistress flatters, threatens, and invites : 
But well these raptures if you'll make us see. 
You must know love as well as poetry. 
I hate those lukewarm authors, whose forced fire 
In a cold style describes a hot desyire ; 
That mgh by rule, and, raging in cold blood. 
Their sluggish muse whip to an amorous mood : 
Their feign >d transports appear but flat and vain ; 
They always sigh, and always hug their chain, 
Adore their prison, and their sulSfertngs bleas^ 
Make sense andreason quarrel.as they pkasew< . 
'Twas not. of old in this affected tone, 
That smooth Tibullus made his amorous moan ;. 
Nor Ovid, when instructed from abofe» 
By nature's rules he taught the art of love. 
The heart in Elegies forms the discourse. 



ODE- 

The Ode is bolder, and has greater force ; 
Mounting to heaven in her ambitious flight. 
Amongst the Gods and heroes takes delight j 
Of Pisa's wrestlers tells the sinewy force, 
And sings the dusty conqueror's glorious course ; 
To Simois' streams does fierce Achilles bring, 
And makes the Ganges bow to Britain's king. 
Sometimes she flies like an industrious bee. 
And robs the flowers by nature's chemistry. 
Describe; the shepherd's dances, feasts, and bliss^ 
And boasts from Phyllis to surprise a kiss, 
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When gently she resists with feign'd remorset 
That what she grants may seem to be by force : 
Her generous style at random oft will part. 
And by a brave disorder shows her art* 
Unlike those fearful poets, whose cold rhyme 
In all their raptures keeps exactest time. 
That sing the illustrious hero's mighty praise 
(Lean writers !) by the terms of weeks and days ; 
And dare not from leiast circumstances part. 
But take all towns by strictest rules of art : 
Apollo drives those fops from his abode ; 
And some have said that once the humorous god 
Resolving all such scribblers to confound, 
For the short Sonnet order'd this strict bound ; 
Set rules for the just measure, and the time. 
The easy running and alternate rhyme ; 
But above all, those licenses denied 
Which in these writings the lame sense supplied ; 
Forebade-an useless line should find a place. 
Or a repeated word appear with grace* 
A. faultless Sonnet, finished thus, would be 
Worth tedious volumes of loose poetry. 
A hundred scribbling authors without ground, 
Believe they have this only phoenix found : 
When yet the exactest scarce have two or three. 
Among whole tomes from faults and censure free. 
The rest, but little read, regarded less. 
Are shoveird to the pastry fi-om the press. 
Closing the sense within the measured time, 
'Tis hard to fit the reason to the rhyme*. 



EPIGRAM. 

The Epigram, with little art composed, 
Is one good sentence in a distich dosed* 

VOL. XV. A 
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These points that by Italians first were prized. 
Our ancient authors knew not, or despised : 
The vulgar dazzled with their glaring light. 
To their false pleasures quickly they invite ; 
But public favour so increased their pride. 
They overwhelmed Parnassus with their tide. 
The Madrigal at first was overcome, 
And the proud Sonnet fell by the same doom ; 
With these grave Tragedy adorn'd her flights. 
And mournful Elegy her funeral rites : 
A hero never fail'd them pn the stage. 
Without his point a lover durst not rage ; 
The amorous shepherds took more care to prove 
True to his point, than faithful to their love. 
Each word, like Janus, had a double face ; 
And prose, as well as verse, allowed it place : 
The lawyer with conceits adorn'd his speech, 
The parson without quibbling could not preach. 
At last affronted Reason look'd about. 
And from all serious matters shut them out ; 
Declared that none should use them without shame. 
Except a scattering in the Epigram ; 
Provided that by art, and in due time. 
They turn'd upon the thought, and not the rhyme. 
Thus in all parts disorders did abate : 
Yet quibblers in the court had leave to prate j 
Insipid jesters, and unpleasant fools, 
A corporation of dull punning drolls. 
'Tis not, but that sometimes a dexterous muse 
May with advantage a turned sense abuse. 
And on a word may trifle with address ; 
But above all avoid the fond excess. 
And think not, when your verse and sense are lame» 
With a dull point to tag your Epigram. 
Each poem his perfection has apart ; 
The British round in plainness shows his art. 
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The Ballad, though the pride of ancient time, 
Has often nothing but his humorous rhyme ; 
The Madrigal may softer passions move. 
And breathe the tender ecstasies of love. 
Desire to show itself, and not to wrong, 
Arm'd Virtue first with Satire in its tongue. 



SATIRE. 

Lucilius was the man, who, bravely bold. 
To Roman vices did this mirror hold. 
Protected humble goodness from reproach. 
Showed worth on foot, and rascals in the coach. 
Horace his pleasing wit to this did add. 
And none uncensur'd could bb fool or mad : 
Unhappy was that wretch, whose name might be 
Squared to the rules of their sharp poetry. 
Fersius obscure, but full of sense and wit, 
Affected brevity in all he writ ; 
And Juvenal, learned as those times could be. 
Too far did stretch his sharp hyperbole ; 
Though horrid trirths tljrough all his labours shine. 
In what he writes there's something of divine. 
Whether he blames the Caprean debauch. 
Or of Sejanus' fall tells the approach. 
Or that he makes the trembling senate come 
To the stern tyrant to receive their doom ; 
Or Roman vice in coarsest habits shews. 
And paints an empress reeking from the stews : 
In all he writes appears a noble fire ; 
To follow such a master then desire. 
Chaucer alone, fix'd on this solid base, 
In his old st^le conserves a modern grace : 
Too happy, if the freedom of his rhymes 
Offended not the method of our timesr 
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The Latin writers decency neglect ; 

But modern authors challenge our respect. 

And at immodest writings take offence. 

If clean expression cover not the sense. 

I love sharp Satire, from obsceneness free ; 

Not impudence, that preaches modesty : 

Our English, who in malice never fail. 

Hence in lampoons and libels learn to rail ; 

Pleasant detraction, that by singing goes 

From mouth to mouth, and as it marches grows : 

Our freedom in our poetry we see. 

That child of joy begot by liberty. 

But, vain blasphemer, tremble when you chuse 

God for the subject of your impious muse : 

At last, those jests which libertines invent, 

Bring the lewd author to just punishment. 

Even in a song there must be art and sense ; 

Yet sometimes we have seen that wine, or chance,, 

Have warm'd cold brains, and given dull writers 

mettle. 
And furnished out a scene for Mr Settle. 
But for one lucky bit, that made thee please. 
Let not thy folly grow to a disease. 
Nor think thyself a wit ; for in our age 
If a warm fancy does some fop engage, 
He neither eats nor sleeps till he has writ, 
But plagues the world with his adulterate wit. 
Nay 'tis a wonder, if, in his dire rage, 
He prints not his dull follies for the stage ; 
And in the front of all his senseless plays. 
Makes David Logan crown his bead with bays.* 



* These coDcludlng lines are probably Dryden'd; being marked 
with his usual inreteracj against Elkanah Settle^ and hia peculiar 
sense of that bard's presumption, in prefixing an engraving of hia 
portrait to the << Empress of Morocco" — a circumstance which 
Drjden took more to heart than was necessary, or becoming : 
David Logan was the engraver of this offensive plate. 
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CANTO III. 

TRAeEDY. 

There^s not a monster bred beneath the sky, 
But well-disposed by art» may please the eye : 
A curious workman by his skill divine. 
From an ill object makes a good design. 
Thus to delight us, Tragedy, in tears 
For CEdipus^ provokes our hopes and fears; 
For parricide Orestes asks relief. 
And, to increase our pleasure, causes grief. 
You then that in this noble art would rise. 
Come, and in lofty verse dispute the prize. 
Would you upon the stage acquire renown, 
And for your judges summon all the town ? 
Would you your works for ever should remain^ 
And after ages past be sought again ? 
In all you write, observe with care and art 
To move the passions, and incline the heait 
If in a laboured act, the pleasing rage 
Cannot our hopes and fears by turns engage, 
I^Ior in our mind a feeling pity raise. 
In vain with learned scenes you fill jrour^ plays : 
Your cold discourse can never move the mind 
Of a stem critic, naturally unkind. 
Who, Justly tired with your pedantilc flight. 
Or falls asleep, or censures all you write. 
The secret is, attention first to gain ; 
• To move our minds, and then to entertain ; 
That from the very opening of the scenes, 
The first may show us what the author means. 
Vm tired to see an actor on the stage. 
That knows not whether he's to laugh or rage j 
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Who» an intrigue unravelling in vain. 
Instead of pleasing, keeps m j mind in pain. 
I'd rather much the nauseous dunce should say 
Downright, my name is Hector in the play j 
Than with a mass of miracles, ill-join'd. 
Confound my ears, and not instruct my mind. 
The subject's never soon enough exprest ; 
Your place of action must be fix'd; and rest. 
A Spanish poet may with good event. 
In one day's space whole ages represent ; 
There oft the nero of a wandering stage 
Begins a child, and ends the play of age : 
But we, that are by reason's rules confined. 
Will, that with art the poem be designed ; 
That unity of action, time, and place. 
Keep the stage full, and all our labours grace.* 
Write not what cannot be with case conceived ; 
Some truths may be too strong to be believed. 
A foolish wonder cannot entertain ; 
My mind's not moved if your discourse be vain. 
You may relate what would offend the eye : 
Seeing, indeed, would better satisfy ; 
But there are objects that a curious art 
Hides from the eyes, yet offers to the heart. 
The mind is most agreeably surprised. 
When a well-woven subject, long disguised. 
You on a sudden artfully unfold, 
And give the whole another face and mould. 



* These lines in the original, are translated with uncommon 
spirit and accuracy in his Life of Lopez de Vega : 

.The Spanish bard, who no nice censure fears. 
In one short day includes a lapse of years ; 
In those rude acts the hero liyes so fast, 
Child in the first, he*s grey-beard in the last« 
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At first the Tragedy was void of art ; 

A song, where each man danced and sung bis part. 

And of God Bacchus roaring out the praise. 

Sought a good vintage for their jolly days : 

Then wine and joy were seen in each man's eyes, 

And a fat goat was the best singer's prize. 

Thespis was first, who, all besmeared with lee, 

Began this pleasure for posteritv : 

And with his carted actors, and a song. 

Amused the people as he passed along. 

Next ^schyfus the different persons placed. 

And with a belter mask his players graced : 

Upon a theatre his verse expressed, 

And shew'd his hero with a buskin dress'd. 

Then Sophocles, the genius of his age. 

Increased the pomp and beauty of the stage, 

Engaged the chorus song in every part, 

And polish'd rugged verse by rules of art j 

He in the Greek did those perfections gain. 

Which the weak Latin never could attain. 

Our pious fathers, in their priest-rid age. 

As impipus and profane, abhorr'd the stage : 

A troop of silly pilgrims, as 'tis said. 

Foolishly zealous, scandalously play'd. 

Instead of heroes, and of love's complaints. 

The angels, God, the Virgin, and the saints.* 



* The following concise account of the origin of the mysteries, 
or religious plays, (still, 1 believe, acted in some parts of Flan- 
ders,) is extracted from a lively and popular miscellany. " It is 
generally allowed, that pilgrims introduced these devout specta- 
cles. Those who returned from the Holy Land, or rather conse- 
crated places, composed canticles of their travels, and amused 
their religious fancies by interweaving scenes, of which Christ, 
the apostles, and other objects of devotion, served as the themes. 
Menestrier informs us, that these pilgrims travelled in troops, and 
stood in the public streets, where they recited their poems, with 
their staff in hand ; while their chaplets and cloaks, covered with 
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At lasti right reason did his laws reveal, 

And show'd the folly of their ili-placed zeaU 

Silenced those nonconformists of the age. 

And raised the lawful heroes of the stage : 

Only the Athenian mask was laid aside, 

And chorus by the music was supplied^ 

Ingenious love, inventive in new arts. 

Mingled in plays, and quickly touched our hearts : 

This passion never could resistance find. 

But knows the shortest passage to the mind. 

Paint then, Pm pleased my hero be in love; 

But let him not like a tame shepherd movej 

Let not Achilles be like Thyrsis seen. 

Or for a Cyrus show an Artamen j^ 

That struggling oft, his passions we may find, 

The frailty, not the virtue of his mind. 

Of romance heroes shun the low design ; 

Yet to great hearts some human frailties join : 

Achilles must with Homer's heat engage ; 

For an affi*ont Pm pleased to see him rage. 

Those little failings in your hero's heart 

Show that of man and nature he has part. 

To leave known rules you cannot be albw'd } 

Make Agememnon covetous and proud, 

JSneas in religious rites austere. 

Keep to each man his proper character. 

shells and iiniiges of Yarious colours, formed a picturesque exhi<* 
bition, which at length excited the piety of the citieens to erect, 
occasionally, a stage on an extensive spot of ground. These spec* 
tacles served as the amusement and instruction of the people. So 
attractive were these gross exhibitions in the dark ages, Uiat theT 
formed one of the prindpal ornaments of the reception whidn 
was given to princes when they entered towns." — D'IsraeK$ 
Curiosities of Literature. 

* The absurdity of converting ancient history into romance, 
and all her heroes into whining lovers, as where Cyrus is intro- 
duced a knight-errant, under the assumed name oi* Artameses, 
was well ridiculed by Boileau, in a separate dialogue. 
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Of coatitries and of ttnies the humours know ; 
From different climates different customs grow : 
And strive to shun their fault, who vainly dress 
An antique hero like some modern ass ; 
Who make old Romans like our English move. 
Show Cato sparkish, or make Brutus love. 
In a romance those errors are excused : 
There 'tis enough that, reading, weVe amused : 
Rules too severe would there be useless found ; 
But the strict scene must have a Juster bound ; 
Exact decorum we must always nnd. 
If then you form some hero in your mind, 
Be sure your image with itself agree ; 
For what he first appears, he still must be. 
Affected wits will naturally incline 
To paint their figures by their own design ; 
Your bully poets, bully heroes write ; 1 

Chapman in Bussy D'Ambois* took delight, > 
And thought perfection was to huff and fight. } 
Wise nature by variety does please ; 
Clothe differing passions in a differing dress. 
Bold anger, in rough haughty words appears ; 
Sorrow is humble, and dissolves in tears. 
Make not your Hecuba with fury rage, 
And show a ranting grief upon the stage ; 
Or tell in vain how the rough Tanais bore 
His sevenfold w^ers to the Euxine shore : 
These swoln expressions, this affected noise. 
Shows like some pedant that declaims to boys. 
In sorrow you must softer methods keep ; 
And, to excite our tears, yourself must weep. 
Those noisy words with which ill plays abound. 
Come not from hearts that are in sadness drown'd. 



* See some specimens of this bombast piece, Vol. VI. p. S76« 
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The theatre for a young poet's rhymes 
Is a bold venture in our knowing times : 
An author cannot easily purchase fame ; 
Critics are always apt to hiss, and blame : 
You may be judged by every ass in town. 
The privilege is bought for balf-a-crown. 
To please, you must a hundred changes try ; 
Sometimes be humble, then must soar on high ; 
In noble thoughts must every-where abound. 
Be easy, pleasant, solid, and profound ; 
To these you must surprising touches join. 
And shew us a new wonder in each line ; 
That all, in a just method well-desigo'd. 
May leave a strong impression in the mind. 
These are the arts that tragedy maintain : 



THE EPIC. 

But the Heroic claims a loftier strain* 

In the narration of some great design. 

Invention, art, and fable, all must join : 

Here fiction' must employ its utmost grace ; 

All must assume a body, mind, and face ; 

Each virtue a divinity is seen ; 

Prudence is Pallas, Beauty, Paphos' queen. 

'Tis not a cloud from whence swift lightnings fly. 

But Jupiter, that thunders from the sky ; 

Kor a rough storm that gives the sailor pain. 

But angry Neptune plowing up the main ; 

Echo's no more an empty airy sound. 

But a fair nymph that weeps her lover drown'd. 

Thus in the endless treasure of his mind. 

The poet does a thousand figures find ; 

Around the work His ornaments he pours. 

And strows with lavish hand his opening flowers. 
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'Tis not a wonder if a tempest bore 
The Trojan fleet against the Libyan shore ; 
From faithless fortune this is no surprise. 
For every day 'tis common to our eyes : 
But angry Juno, that she might destroy, 
And overwhelm the restof ruin'd Troy ; 
That ^olus, with the fierce goddess join'd, 
Open'd the hollow prisons of the wind ; 
Till angry Neptune, looking o'er the main. 
Rebukes the tempest, calms the waves again. 
Their vessels from the dangerous quicksands steers. 
Th€;se are the springs that move our hopes and fears : 
Without these ornaments before our eyes. 
The unsinew'd poem languishes and dies ; 
Your poet in his art will always fail. 
And tell you but a dull insipid tale. 
In vain have our mistaken authors tried 
To lay these ancient ornaments aside, 
Thinking our God, and prophets that he sent. 
Might act like those the poets did invent, 
To fright poor readers in each line with hell. 
And talk of Satan, Ashtaroth, and Bel.* 
The mysteries which Christians must believe, 
Disdain such shifting pageants to receive : 
The gospel offers nothing to our thoughts 
But penitence, or punishment for faults ; 
And mingling falsehoods with those mysteries, 
Would make qur sacred truths appear like lies. 
Besides, what pleasure can it be to hear 
The bowlings of repining Lucifer, 
Whose rage at your imagined hero flies^ 
And oft with God himself disputes the prize ! 
Tasso, you'll say, has done it with applause :— 
It is not here I mean to judge his cause : 



* I suspect here an attack on Milton. 
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Yet though our age has so extoU'd bis name^ 

His works had never gainM immortal fame» 

If holy Godfrey in his ecstasies 

Had only conquered Satan on his knees ; 

If Tancred and Armida's pleasing form 

Did not his melancholy theme adorn. 

'Tis not» that Christian poems ought to be 

Fill'd with the fictions of idolatry; 

But, in a common subject, to reject 

The gods, and heathen ornaments neglect ; 

To banish Tritons, who the seas invade. 

To take Pan's whistle, or the fates degrade, 

To hinder Charon in his leaky boat 

To pass the shepherd with the man of note, 

Is with vain scruples to disturb your mind. 

And search perfection you can never find : 

As well they may forbid us to present 

Prudence or Justice for an ornament. 

To paint old Janus with his front of brass. 

And take from Time his scythe, his wings, and glass, 

And every-where, as 'twere idolatry. 

Banish descriptions fcom our poetry. 

Leave them their pious follies to pursue ; 

But let our reason such vain fears subdue : 

And let us not, amongst our vanities, 

Of the true God create a god of lies. 

In fable we a thousand pleasures see. 

And the smooth names seem made for poetry. 

As Hector, Alexander, Helen, Phyllis, 

Ulysses, Agamemnon, and Achilles : 

In such a crowd, the poet were to blame 

To chuse king Chilperic for his hero's name. 

Sometimes the name being well or ill applied^ 

Will the whole fortune of your work decide. 

Would you your reader never should be tired, 

Chuse some great hero fit to be admired. 
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In courage signal, add in virtue bright ; 
Let even his very failings give delight ; 
Let his great actions our attention bind» 
Like Caesar, or like Scipio, frame his mind. 
And not like CEdipus his perjurM race ; 
A common conqueror is a theme too base. 
Chuse not your tale of accidents too full ; 
Too much variety may make it dull : 
Achilles* rage alone, wheti wrought with skill. 
Abundantly does a whole Iliad fill. 
Be your narrations lively, short, and smart ; 
In your descriptions show your noblest art : 
There 'tis your poetry may be employed. 
Yet you must trivial accidents avoid. 
Nor imitate that fool, who, to describe 
The wondrous marches of the chosen tribe. 
Placed on the sides, to see their armies pass. 
The fishes staring through the liquid glass ; 
Described a child, who, with his little hand, 
Pick'd up the shining pebbles from the* sand. 
Such objects are too mean to stay our sight ; 
Allow your work a just and nobler flight. 
Be your beginning plain ; and take good heed 
Too soon you mount not on the airy steed ; 
Nor tell your reader, in a thundering verse, 
*< I sing the conqueror of the universe." 
What can an author after this produce 9 
The labouring mountain must bring forth a mouse. 
Much better are we pleased with his address. 
Who, without making such vast promises. 
Says, in an easier style and plainer sense, 
** I sing the combats of that pious prince. 
Who from the Phrygian coasts his armies bore. 
And landed first on the Lavintan shore.'' 
His opening muse sets not the world. on fire. 
And yet performs more than we can require : 
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Quickly youMI hear him celebrate the fame. 
And future glory of the Roman name ; 
Of Styx and Acheron describe the floods. 
And Caesar^s wandering in the Elysian woods ; 
With figures numberless his story grace. 
And every thing in beauteous colours trace. 
At once you may be pleasing and sublime : 
I hate a heavy melancholy rhyme : 
I'd rather read Orlando's comic tale, 
Than a dull author always stiff and stale, 
Who thinks himself dishonoured in his style. 
If on his works the Graces do but smile* 
'Tis said, that Homer, matchless in his art, 
Stole Venus* girdle to engage the heart : 
His works indeed vast treasures do unfold. 
And whatsoe'er he touches turns to gold : 
AH in his hands new beauty does acquire ; 
He always pleases, and can never tire. 
A happy warmth he every-where may boast j 
Nor is he in too long digressions lost : 
His verses without rule a method find, 
And of themselves appear in order join'd; 
Ail without trouble answers his intent ; 
Each syllable is tending to the event. 
Let his example your endeavours raise ; 
To love his writings is a kind of praise. 

A poem, where we all perfections find. 
Is not the work of a fantastic mind ; 
There must be care, and time, and skill, and pains ; 
Not the first heat of inexperienced brains. 
Yet sometimes artless poets, when the rage 
Of a warm fancy does their minds engage. 
Puffed with vain pride, presume they understand. 
And boldly take the trumpet in their hand : 
Their fustian muse each accident confounds ; 
Nor can she fly, but rise by leaps and bounds. 
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Till, their small stock of learning qaickly spent. 
Their poem dies for want of nourishment. 
In vain mankind the hot-brain'd fool decries, 
No branding censures can unveil his eyes ; 
With impudence the laurel they invade. 
Resolved to like the monsters they have made. 
Virgil, compared to them, is flat and dry ; 
And Homer understood not poetry : 
Against their merit if this age rebel. 
To future times for justice they appeal. 
But waiting till mankind shall do them right,' 
And bring their works triumphantly to light. 
Neglected heaps we in by-corners lay, 
Where they become to worms and moths a prey. 
Forgot, in dust and cobwebs let them rest. 
Whilst we return from whence we first digrest. 
The great success which tragic writers found. 
In Athens first the comedy renown'd. 
The abusive Grecian there, by pleasing ways, 
Dispersed his natural malice in his plays : 
Wisdom and virtue, honour, wit, and sense. 
Were subject to buffooning insolence : 
Poets were publicly approved, and sought. 
That vice extolPd, and virtue set at nought ; 
A Socrates himself, in that loose age. 
Was made the pastime of a scoffing stage. 
At last the public took in hand the cause, 
And cured this madness by the power of laws ; 
Forbade at any time, or any place. 
To name the person, or describe the face. 
The stage its ancient fury thus let fall, 
And comedy diverted without gall : 
By mild reproofs recovered minds diseased. 
And, sparing persons, innocently plea.sed. 
Each one was nicelv shewn in this new glass. 
And smiled to think he was not meant the ass : 
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A toiler oil would laugh at first, to find 

A faithful draught of bis own sordid mindj 

And fops were with such dare and cunning writ» 

They liked the piece for which themselves did sit. 

You, then, that would the comic laurels wear, 

To study nature be your only care. 

Whoe'er knows man, and by a curious art 

Discerns the hidden secrets of the heart ; 

He who observes, and naturally can paint 

The jealous fool, the fawning sycophant, 

A sober wit, an enterprising ass, 

A humorous Otter,* or a Hudibras,*-** 

May safely in those noble lists engage. 

And make them act and speak upon the stage. 

Strive to be natural in all you write. 

And paint with colours that may please the sight. 

Nature in various figures does abound, 

And in each mind are different humours found ; 

A glance, a touch, discovers to the wise, 

But every man has not discerning eyes* 

All-changing time does also change the mind, 

And different ages different pleasures find ; 

Youth, hot and furious, cannot brook delay, 

By flattering vice is easily led away ; 

Vain in discourse, inconstant. in desire. 

In censure, rash ; in pleasures, all on fire. 

The manly age does steadier thoughts enjoy ; 

Power and ambition do his soul employ ; 

Against the turns of fate he sets his mind ; 

And by the past the future hopes to find. 

Decrepit age, still adding to his stores, 

For others heaps the treasure he adores ; 

In all his actions keeps a frozen pace ; 

Past times extols, the present to debase : 

Incapable of pleasures youth abuse, 

In others blames what age does him refuse. 

• f;: • ' 

* A whimsical character in Jonson*8 << Epicoene/' 
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Your actors must by reason be controlled ; 

Let young men speak like young, old men like old. 

Observe the town, and study well the court ; 

For thither various characters resort. 

Thus 'twas great Jonson pi^chased his renown, 

And in his art had borne away the crown, 

If, less desirous of the people's praise. 

He had not with low farce debased his plays ; 

Mixing dull bulToon'ry with wit refined. 

And Harlequin with noble Terence joined. 

When in the Fox I see the tortoise hist, 

I lose the author of the Alchemist.* 

The comic wit, borne with a smiling air, 

Must tragic grief and pompous verse forbear ; 

Yet may he not, as on a market-place. 

With bawdy jests amuse the populace : 

With well-bred conversation you must please. 

And your intrigue unravelled be with ease ; 

Your action still should reason's rules obey. 

Nor in an empty scene may lose its way. 

Your humble style must sometimes gently rise ; 

And your discourse sententious be, and wise : 

The passions must to nature be confined ; 

And scenes to scenes with artful weaving join'd. 

Your wit must not unseasonably play ; 

But follow business, never lead the way. . 

Observe how Terence does this error shun*: 

A careful father chides his amorous son ; 

Then see that son, whom no advice can move, 

Forget those orders, and- pursue his love : 

'Tis not a well-drawn picture we discover j 

'Tis a true son, a father^ and a lover. 



♦ In the " Volpone," or Fox, of Ben Jonson, Sir Politic 
Woudbe, a foolish politician, as his name ihUmates, disguises 
himself as a tortoise, and is detected on the stage ; — a machine 
much too farcical for the rest of the piece. 
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I like an author that reforms the age» 
And keeps the right decorum of the stage ; 
That dways pleases by just reason's rule : 
But for a tedious droll, a quibbling fool, 
Who with low nauseous, bawdry fills his plays, 
Let him be gone, and on two tressels raise 
Some Smithfield stage, where he may act his pranks. 
And make Jack-Puddings speak to mountebanks* 



CANTO IV. 

In Florence dwelt a doctor of renown, 
The scourge of God, and terror of the town, 
Who all the cant of physic had by heart. 
And never murder'd but by rules of art. 
The public mischief was his private gain : 
Children their slaughtered parents sought in Vain ; 
A brother here his poisoned brother wept ; 
Some bloodless died, and some by opium slept ; 
Colds, at his presence, would to phrenzies turn. 
And agues, like malignant fevers, burn. 
Hated, at last, his practice gives him o'er ; 
One friend, unkilPd by drugs, of all his store. 
In his new country-house affords him place ; 

SPwas a rich abbot, and a building ass.) 
ere first the doctor's talent came in play j 
He seems inspired, and talks like Wren or May ; 
Of this new portico condemns the face. 
And turns the entrance to a better place ; 
Designs the staircase at the other end : 
His friend approves, does for his mason send. 
He comes ; the doctor's arguments prevail y 
In short, to finish this our humourous tale. 
He Galen's dangerous science does reject. 
And from ill doctor turns good architect. 
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In this example W€i may hav^f dur pktt i 
Rather be t&ason^ ('tis a tisefltl art,) 
Than a dull poet i for that trade accurst. 
Admits no mean betwixt the be^t and worst. 
In other sciences, without disgracei 
A candidate may fill a se<!ond place ; 
But poetry no medium tkn admits 
No reader suffers an indififerent wit : 
The ruinM stationers against him bawl. 
And Herringman * degrades him from his stall. 
Burlesque at lea^t our laughter may excite ; 
But a coU writer never caii delight. 
The Coumer-scufflet has more wit and art, 
Than the stiff formal style of Gondibert. 
Be not affected with that empty praise 
Which your vain flatterers will sometimes raise ; 
And when you read, with ecstasy will say, 
" The finished piece ! the admirable play !'* 
Which, when exposed to censure and to light, 
Cannot endure a critic's piercing sight. 
A hundred authors' fates have been foretold. 
And Shad well's works are printed, but not sdld. 
Hear all the world ; consider every thought j 
A fool by chance may stumble on a fault : 
Yet, when Apollo does your muse inspire, 
Be not impatient to expose your fire ; 
Nor imitate the Settles of our times. 
Those tuneful readers of their own dull rhymes, 



* A bookseller mentioned in *^ Mac-Flecnoe {* a great pub- 
lisher of plays and poetry. 

f A burlesque poem on a quarrel and scuffle in the Counter- 
prison, which occurs in Dryden's Miscellanies, Vol. III. It is 
written with considerable humour, though too long to be sup- 
ported throughout. 
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Who seize on all the acquaintance they can meet» 
And stop the passengers that walk the street : 
There is no sanctuary you can chuse 
For a defence from their pursuing muse. 
Tve said before^ be patient when they blame ; 
To alter for the better is no shame. 
Yet yield not to a fool's impertinence ; 
Sometimes conceited sceptics, void of sense. 
By their false taste condemn some finished part. 
And blame the noblest flights of wit and art. 
In vain their fond opinions you deride. 
With their loved follies they are satisfied^ 
And their weak judgment, void of sense'nd light. 
Thinks nothing can escape their feeble sight ; 
Their dangerous counsels do not cure, but wound ; 
To shun the storm they run your verse aground 
And thinking to escape a rock, are drown'd. 
Chuse a sure judge to censure what you write. 
Whose reason leads, and knowledge gives you light. 
Whose steady hand will prove your faithful gfiide. 
And touch the darling follies you would hide : 
He, in your doubts, will carefully advise. 
And clear the mist before your feeble eyes. 
'Tis he will tell you, to what noble height 
A generous muse may sometimes take her flight ; 
When too much fettered with the rules of art. 
May from her stricter bounds and limits part : 
But such a perfect judge is hard to see. 
And every rhymer knows not poetry ; 
Nay some there are for writing .verse extoli'd. 
Who know not Lucan's dross from VirgiPs gold. 

Would you in this great art acquire renown ? 
Authors, observe the rules I here lay down. 
In prudent lessons every where abound ; 
With pleasant join the useful and the sound : 
A sober reader a vain tale will slight ; 
'He seeks as well instruction as delight. 
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Let all your thoughts to virtue be confined, 

Still offering nobler figures to our mind : 

I like not those loose writers, who employ 

Their guilty muse, good manners to destroy ; 

Who with false colours still deceive our eyes, 

And show us vice dress'd in a fair disguise. 

Yet do I not their sullen muse approve, 

Who from all modest writings banish love'; 

Xhat stript the playhouse of its chief intrigue. 

And make a murderer of Roderigue : 

The lightest love, if decently exprest. 

Will raise no vicious motions in our breast. 

Dido in vain may weep, and ask relief; 

I blame her folly, whilst I share her grief. 

A virtuous author, in his charming art. 

To please the sense needs not corrupt the heart : 

His heat will never cause a guilty fire : 

To follow virtue then be your desire. 

In vain your art and vigour are exprest ; 

The obscene expression shows the infected breast. 

But, above all, base jealousies avoid. 

In which detracting poets are employed. 

A noble wit dares liberally commend. 

And scorns to grudge at his deserving friend. 

Base rivals, who true wit and merit hate, 

Caballing still against it with the great. 

Maliciously aspire to gain renown. 

By standing up, and pulling others down. 

Never debase yourself by treacherous ways. 

Nor by such abject methods seek for praise : 

Let not your only business be to write ; 

Be virtuous, just, and in your friends delight. 

'Tis not enough your poems be admired ; 

But strive your conversation be desired : 

Write for immortal fame ; nor ever chuse 

Gold for the object of a generous muse. 
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* 

I know a noble wit may, without crimey 
Receive a lawful tribute for bis time : * 
Yet I abhor those writers^ who despise 
Their honour, and alone their profits prize} 
Who their Apollo basely will degrade, 
And of a noble science make a trade. 
Before kind reason did her light display, 
And government taught mortals to obey. 
Men, like wild beasts, did nature's laws pursue» 
They fed on herbs, and drink from rivers drew ; 
Their brutal force, on lust and rapine bent, 
Committed murder without punishment : 
Reason at last, by her all-conquering arts. 
Reduced these savages, and tuned their hearts ; 
Mankind from bogs, and woods, and caverns calls. 
And towns and cities fortifies with walls ; 
Thus fear of justice made proud rapine cease. 
And shelterM innocence by laws and peace. 

These benefits from poets we received ; 
From whence are raised those fictions since believed. 
That Orpheus, by his soft l^armonious strains. 
Tamed the fierce tygers of the Thracian plains; 
Amphion's notes, by their melodious powers. 
Drew rocksandwoods, and raised theTbeban towers: 
These miracles from numbers did arise ; 
Since which, in verse heaven taught bis mysteries. 
And by a priest, possess'd with rage divine, 
Apollo spoke from his prophetic shrine. 
Soon after, Homer the old heroes praised. 
And noble minds by great examples raised ; 
Then Hesiod did his Grecian swains incline 
To till the fields, and prune the bounteous vine. 
Thus useful rules were, by the poet's aid. 
In easy numbers to rude men convey'd. 
And pleasingly their precepts did impart ; 
First charm'd the ear, and then engaged the heart j 
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The muses thu9 their reputation raised. 

And with just gratitude in Greece were praised. 

With pleasure mortals did their wonderiS see, 

And sacrificed to their divinity ; 

But want, at last, base flattery entertained. 

And old Parnassus with this vice was stain'd ; 

Desire of gain dazzling the poets' eyes. 

Their works were fiU'dwith fulsome flatteries. 

Thus needy wits a vile revenue made. 

And verse became a mercenary trade. 

'Pebase not with so mean a vice thy art ; 

If gold must be the idol of thy heart, 

Fly, fly the unfruitful Heliconian strand ! 

Those streami^ are not enrich'd with golden sand ; 

Great wits, as well as warriors, only gain 

Laurels and honours, for their toil and pain. 

But what? an author cannot live on fame; 

Or pay a reckoning with a lofty name : . 

A poet, to whom fortune is unkind. 

Who when he goes to bed has hardly dined, 

Takes little pleasure in Parnassus' dreams^ 

Or relishes the Heliconian streams : 

Horace had ease and plenty when he writ. 

And free from cares for money or for meat. 

Did not expect his dinner from his wit. 

"Tis true ; but verse is cherished by the great, 

And now none famish who deserve to eat : 

What can we fear, when virtue, arts, and sense, 

Receive the stars' propitious influence ; 

When a sharp-sighted prince, by early grants, 

Rewards your merits, and prevents your wants ? 

Sing then his glory, celebrate his fame ; 

Your noblest theme is his immortal name. 

Let mighty Spenser raise his reverend head, 

Cowley and Denham start up from the dead ; 

Waller his age renew, and offerings bring, 

Our monarch's praise let bright-eyed virgins sing : 
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Let Dryden with new rules our stage refine, 
And his great models form by this design. 
But Where's a second Virgil, to rehearse 
Our hero's glories in his epic verse ? 
What Orpheus sing his triumphs o'er the main, 
And make the hills and forests move again ; 
Shew his bold fleet on the Batavian shore. 
And Holland trepibling as his cannons roar ; 
Paint Europe's balance in his steady hand, 
Whilst the two worlds in expectation stand 
Of peace or war, that wait on his command ? 
But as I speak, new glories strike my eyes. 
Glories, which heaven itself does give, and prize. 
Blessings of peace ; that with their milder rays 
Adorn his reign, and bring Saturnian days. 
Now let rebellion, discord, vice, and rage. 
That have in patriots' forms debauch'd our age. 
Vanish jvith all the ministers of hell ; 
His rays their poisonous vapours shall dispel : 
'Tis he alone our safety did create, 
His own firm soul secured the nation's fate. 
Opposed to all the boutefeus * of the state. 
Authors, for him your great endeavours raise ; 
The loftiest numbers will but reach his praise. 
For me, whose verse in satire has been bred. 
And never durst heroic measures tread ; 
Yet you shall see me, in that famous field. 
With eyes and voice, my best assistance yield ; 
Offer you lessons, that my infant muse 
Learnt, when she Horace for her guide did chuse ; 
Second your zeal with wishes, heart, and eyes, 
And afar off hold up the glorious prize. 



. * Boutefeu, a Gallicism for incendiary .• in Dryden's time it 
/ was a word of goo^ireputationy but is now obsolete. 
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But pardon too, if, zealous for the right, 
A strict observer of each noble flight, 
From the fine gold I separate the allay. 
And show bow hasty writers sometimes stray : 
Apter to blame, than knowing how to mend ; 
A sharp, but yet a necessary friend. 
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TARQUIN AND TULLIA. 



This piece, and that which immediately follows, bear no trace 
of Dryden*8 hand. They have been attributed, by Mr Malone, 
with much probability, to Mr Mainwaring, a Tiolent Jacobite. 
The satire is coarse and intemperate, without having that easy 
flow of verse, and felicity of expression, which always dis- 
tinguishes the genuine productions of our author. 

The comparison of William and Mary with Tarquin and 
Tullia, was early insisted upon as a topic of reproach, it occurs 
"" in a letter concerning the coronation medal, which, as is well 
known, represented, on the reverse, the destruction of Phaeton. 
The letter-writer says, that " one gentleman seeing the chariot, 
but not .understanding the Latin inscription, and having heard 
the town talk of Tullia, who instigated her husband Tarquinius 
to kill her father Servius Tullius king of the Romans, that he 
might succeed him in the throne, and as Livy says, caused her 
chariot to be driven over his mangled body, cried out, * Is this 
Tullia's chariot ?' This I say shocked me, and raised my anger 
against the contriver, who had chosen so ill an emblem, which, 
upon so superficial a view, brought such an odious history into 
men's minds.*' Somkrs' Tractg, p. 333. 
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In times when princes cancelled nature's law^ 
And declarations which themselves did draw ; 
When children used their parents to dethrone. 
And gnaw their way, like vipers, to the crown ; 
Tarquin, a savage, proud, ambitious prince, 
Prompt to expel, yet thoughtless of defence, 
The envied sceptre did from TuUius snatch. 
The Roman king, and father by the match. 
To form his party, histories report, 1 

A sanctuary was open'd in his court, > 

Where glad offenders safely might resort. J 

Great was the crowd, and wondrous the success. 
For those were fruitful times of wickedness j 
And all that lived obnoxiQus to the laws, 
Flocked to prince Tarquin, and embraced his cause. 
'Mongst these a pagan priest for refuge fled ; 
A prophet deep in godly faction read ;• 



♦ The famous Gilbert Burnet, afterwards Bishop of Sarum. 
See Vol, X. p, 367. 
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A sycophant^ that knew the modish way 
To cant and plot, to flatter and betray, 
To whine and sin, to scribble and recant, 
A shameless author, and a lustful saint. 
To serve all times he could distinctions coin. 
And with great ease flat contradictions join : 
A traitor now, once loyal in extreme, 
And then obedience was his only theme : 
He sung in temples the most passive lays. 
And wearied monarchs with repeated praise ; 
But managed awkwardly that lawful part. 
To vent foul lies and treason was his art. 
And pointed libels at crown'd heads to dart. 
This priest, and others, learned to defame. 
First murder injured TuUius in his name; 
With blackest calumnies their sovereign load, 
A poisoned brother, and dark league abroad ; 
A son unjustly top*d upon the throne,* 
Which yet was proved undoubtedly his own ; 
Though, as the law was then, 'twas his behoof. 
Who dispossessed the heir, to bring the proof. 
This hellish charge they back'd with dismal frights. 
The loss of property, and sacred rights. 
And freedom ; words which all false patriots use 
As surest names the Romans to abuse ; 
Jealous of kings, and always malcontent. 
Forward in change, yet certain to repent. 
Whilst thus the plotters needful fears create, 
Tarquin with open force invades the state. 
Lewd nohies join him with their feeble might. 
And atheist fools for dear religion fight. 
The priests their boasted principles disown. 
And level their harangues against the throne. 



* The alleged poisoning of Charles II. and the imposition of 
a spurious Prince of Wales, both falsely charged upon James II. 
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Vain promises the people's minds allure : 
Slight were these ills, but desperate the cure. 
'Tis hard for kings to steer an equal course. 
And they who banish one, oft gain a worse. 
Those- heavenly bodies we admire above, 
Do every day irregularly move ; 
Yet TuUius, 'tis decreed, must lose the crown. 
For faults that were his council's, not his own. 
He now in vain commands even those he paid. 
By darling troops deserted and betray'd. 
By creatures which his generous warmth had 

made. 
Of these a captain of the guards was worst,* 
Whose memory to this day stands accurst. 
This rogue, advanced to military trust 
By his own whoredom, and his sister's lust. 
Forsook his master, after dreadful vows, 
And plotted to betray him to his foes j 
The kindest master to the vilest slave. 
As free to give, as he was sure to crave. 
His haughty female, who, as books declare,! 
Did always toss wide nostrils in the air. 
Was to the younger Tuliia governess. 
And did attend her, when, in borrow'd dress, 
She fled by night from Tullius in distress. 
This wretch, by letters, did invite his foes. 
And used all arts her father to depose ; 
A father, always generously bent. 
So kind, that even her wishes he'd prevent. 



^ * John Lord Churchill, afterwards the famous Duke of Marl- 
borough. Although loaded with favours by James, he felt him- 
self at liberty to join the Prince on the Revolution. 

f Sarah Lady Churchill, afterwards Duchess of Marlborough. 
She instigated the flight of the Princess Anne from her father's 
palace, and accompanied her to Northampton. 
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'Twas now hf^li time for TuUiui.to retreat, 
When even his daughter bd^ten'd hin defeat ; 
When faith and duty vankh'd, and no more 
The name of father and of king he bore t 
A king, \i^hode right his foes could ne'er dispute ; 
So tnild, that mercy Was his attribute ; 
Affable, kind, and easy of a(:ceS9 ; 
Swift to relieve, unwilling to oppress ; 
Rich without taxes, yet in payment just } 
So honest, that he hardly could distrust : 
His active soul from labours ne'er did cease, 
Valiant in war, and vigilant in peace ; 
Studious with traffic to enrich the land, 
Strong to protect, and skilful to command ; 
Liberal and splendid, yet without excess ; 
FroQe to relieve, unwilling to distress : ' 
In sum, how godlike must his nature be, 
Whose only fault was too much piety ! 
This king removed, the assembled states thought fit, 
That Tarquin itt the vacant throne should sit ; 
Voted him regent in their senate-house, 
And with an empty name endow'd his spouse.*^ 
The elder TuUia, who, some authors feign, 
Drove o'er her father's corse a I'umbling wain : 
But she, more guilty, numerous wains did drive. 
To crush her father and her king alive ^ 
And in remembrance of his hasten'd fall. 
Resolved to institute a weekly balLt 



f On the 8th February 1688-9, the lords resolved, that, not- 
withstanding the joint sovereignty of the Prince and Princess of 
Orange, the Prince alone should possess the regal power, and 
exercise it in the name of both. 

f When the Princess of Orange arrived from Holland, she dis- 
played, in the confusion of spirits incidental to her uncommon 
situation, a womanish levity, for which she was much censured 
by the friepds of the late King. Dalrymple*s Memoirs^ Vol. 
11. p. 290. Edit. 1790. 
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The jolly gluttofi grew in bulk and chin, 

Feasted on rapine^ and enjoy'd her sin ; 

With luxury she did weak reason force, 

Debauch'd good-nature, and cramM down remorse'; 

Yet when she drank cold tea in liberal sups. 

The sobbing da^ne was maudling in her cups. 

But brutal Tarquin never did relent. 

Too hard to melt, too wicked to repent ; 

Cruel in deeds, more merciless in will. 

And blest with natural delight in ill. 

From a wise guardian he received his doom 

To walk the change, and not to govern Rome. 

He swore his native honours to disown. 

And did by perjury ascend the throne. 

Oh ! had that oath his swelling pride rclprest; 

Rome had been then with peace and plenty blest. 

But Tarquin, guided by destructive fate. 

The country wasted, and embroil'd the state. 

Transported to their foes the Roman pelf. 

And by their ruin hoped to save himself. 

Innumerable woes oppress the land. 

When it submitted to his cursed command. 

So just was heaven, that 'twas hard to tell. 

Whether its guilt or losses did excel. 

Men that renounced their God for dearer trade. 

Were then the guardians of religion made. 

Rebels were sainted, foreigners did reign, 

Outlaws returned, preferment to obtain, 

With frogs, and toads, and all their croaking train 

No native knew their features nor their birth j 

They seem'd the greasy offspring of the earth. 

The trade was sunk, the fleet and army spent ; 

Devouring taxes swallowed lesser rent ; 

Taxes imposed by no authority ; 

Each lewd collection was a robbery. 

Bold self-creating men did statutes draw, 

SkilPd to establish villany by law j 

i3 
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Fanatic drivers, whose unjust careers 
Produced new ills exceeding former fears : 
Yet authors here except a faithful band, 
Which the prevailing faction did withstand ; 
And some,. who bravely stood in the defence 
Of baffled justice, and their exiled prince. 
These shine to after-times ; each sacred name 
Stands still recorded in the rolls of fame. 



Digitized by 



Jy Google 



ON THE YOUNG STATESMEN. 



Thb following verses have been ascribed to Dryden apon^ 
slight authority, and contrary to internal evidence. They dis- 
play a good deal of the turn of wit, and structure of verse, which 
may be observed in similar jeax (Tesprit of Dorset, to whom I 
am tempted to ascribe them, though the name of Dryden may 
have been borrowed, to give them publicity. 

They ought to have preceded, in point of time, those entitled 
** Tarquin and Tullia," but were accidentally misplaced. 

As nicknames are easily perpetuated^ I observe, that these 
verses entailed upon the young statesmen, the names of Chit 
Sunderland, Chit Lory, &c. in the satires of the day. This ad- 
ministration came into office in the latter years of Charles II/s 
reign. The satire turns on a comparison between them and 
their predecessors of what was called the Cabal; There is a 
parody on these lines in the ^* State Poems,*' in which they are 
applied to SUUingfleet. 
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THE YOUNG STATESMEN. 



Clarendon * had law and sense, 
Clifford t was fierce atid brave ; 
Bennetts t grave look was a pretence. 
And Danby'fi $ matchless impudence 
Helped to support the knave. 

But Sunderland, Godolphin, Lory, H 
These will appear such chits in ^ory, 

'Twill turn all politics to jests, 
To be repeated like John Dory, 

When fiddlers sing at feasts. 



♦ The famous Chancellor. 

f Lord Clifford, of Chudleigh, a member of the Cabal admi- 
nistration. 
i Bennett Earl of Arlington, also of the Cabal. 
§ Osborne, Earl of Danby. 
II Lawrence, Earl of Rochester, son of Lord Clarendon. 
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Protect us, mighty Providence ! 

What would these madmen have ? 
First, they would bribe us without pence, 
Deceive us without common sense. 

And without power enslave. 

Shall free-born men, in humble awe, 

Submit to servile shame. 
Who from consent and custom draw 
The same right to be ruled by law. 

Which kings pretend, to reign ? 

The duke shall wield his conquering sword, 

The chancellor make a speech. 
The king shall pledge his honest word. 
The pawnM revenue sums afford. 

And then, come kiss my breech. 

So have I seen a king in chess, 
(His rooks and knights withdr^wp. 

His queen and bishops io distresjpj) 

Shifting about grow less and less, 
With here and there a pawn. 
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This poem 'was probably composed bi/ Mainfioaring. Like " Tarqtdn 
and TuUiaf* it has the rudeness of Oldham* s satirical effusions, 
instead of the strength and harmony ofDryden. 



When lawless men their neighbours dispossess. 
The tenants they extirpate or oppress. 
And make rude havockin the fruitful soil. 
Which the right owners ploughed with careful toil* 
The same proportion does in kingdoms hold ; 
A new prince breaks the fences of the old. 
And will o'er carcasses and deserts reign. 
Unless the land its rightful lord regain. 
He gripes the faithless owners of the place, 
And buys a foreign army to deface 
The fear'd and hated remnant of their race ; 
He starves their forces, and obstructs their trade ; 
Vast sums are given, and yet no native paid. 
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The church itself he labours to assail, 
And keeps fit tools to break the sacred pale* 

Of those let him the guilty roll commence,* 
Who has betray'd a master and a prince ; 
A man, seditious, lewd, and impudent ; 
An engine always mischievously bent ; 
One who from all the bans of duty swerves. 
No tie can hold but that which he deserves ; 
An author dwindled to a pamphleteer ; 
Skilful to forge, and always insincere ; 
Careless exploded practices to mend ; 
Bold to attack, yet feeble to defend* 
Fate's blindfold reign the atheist loudly owns. 
And providence blasphemously dethrones. 
In vain the leering actor strains his tongue 
To cheat, with tears and empty noise, the throng ; 
Since all men know, whatever he says or writes. 
Revenge, or stronger interest, indites ; 
And that the wretch employs his venal wit 
How to confute what formerly he writ. 

Next him the grave Socinian claims a place. 
Endowed with reason, though bereft of grace ; 
A preaching pagan of surpassing fame. 
No register records his borrowed name. 
O, had the child more happily been bred, 
A radiant mitre would have graced his head : 
But now unfit, the most he should expect. 
Is to be entered of T — F — 's sect.t 



* Lord Halifax, whose correspondence with the Prince of 
Orange may be se^n in Dalrymple's " Memoirs." He wrote 
several tracts about the time of the Revolution, and was in reli- 
gious principle a Free-thinker. 

f V^ho is here meant I am ignorant, T. F. as chief of the 
Socinians, is mentioned in a very satirical pamphlet in Somers' 
Tracts, entitled, << Remarks from the Country upon the two 
Letters relating to the Convocation, and Alterations in tbo 
Liturgy.*' 
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To him succeeds, with looks demurely sad, 
A gloomy soul, with reveUtioD mad ; 
False to his friend, and careless of his word ; 
A dreaming prophet^ and a griping lord ; 
He sells the livings which he can't possess. 
And farms that sinecure, liis diocese. 
Unthinking man ! to quit thy barren see 
And vain endeavours in chronology. 
For the more fruitless care of royal charity. 
Thy hoary noddle warns thee to return. 
The treason of old age in Wales to mourn ; 
Nor think the city-poor may less sustain. 
Thy place may well be vacant in this reign. 

I should admit the booted prelate now,* 
But he is even for lampoon too low ; 
The scum and outcast of a royal race. 
The nation's grievance, and the gown's disgrace. 
None so unlearn'd did e'er at London sit; 
This driveller does the sacred chair besh— t. 
I need not brand the spiritual parricide. 
Nor draw the weapon dangling by his side ; 
The astonish'd world remembers that offence. 
And knows he tltole the daughter of his prince. 
'Tis time enough, in some succeeding age. 
To bring this mitred captain on the stage. 

These are the leaders in apostasy, 
And the blind guides of poor elective majesty ; 
A thing which commonwealths-men did devise. 
Till plots were ripe, to catch the people's eyes. 
Their king's a monster, in a quagmire born. 
Of all the native brutes the grief and scorn ; 



* Compton, Bishop of London, who took up arms in person 
on the Revolution, and escorted the Princess, afterwards Queen 
Anne, from London. See Vol. IX. p. SOS. 
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With a big snoot, cast in a erooked mould, 
Which runs with glanders and an inborn cold j 
His substance is of clammy snot and phlegm ; 
Sleep is his essence, and his life a dream* 
To Caprea this Tiberius does retire. 
To quench' with catamite his feeble fire. 
Dear catamite ! who rules alone the state, 
While monarch dozes on hi^ unpropt height, 
Silent^ yet thoughtless, and secure of fate. 
Could you but see the fulsome hero led 
By loathing vassals to his noble bed ! 
In flannel robes the coughing ghost does walk, 
And his mouth moats like cleaner breech of hawk ; 
Corruption, springing from his cankered breast, 
Furs up the channel, and disturbs hia rest. 
With head propt up, the bolstered engine lies ; 
If pillow slip aside^ the monarch dies. 



} 



To these poems ascribed to Dryden, may be added the follow- 
ing ; which, however, have so little mark of his hand, that the 
Editor thinks it most proper to degrade them into a note. In- 
deed Dryden could not have written the first of these without 
being gudty of gross ingratitude, a fault which was entirely in« 
consistent with his character. 



Epitaph on the Earl of Rochester s being dismissed from the 
Treasury^ in 1687. 

Here lies a creature of indulgent fate» 
From Tory Hyde, raised to a chit of state ; 
In cbariot now, Elijah-like, he's hurl'd 
To the upper empty regions of the world. 
The airy thing cuts through the yielding sky, 
And as it goes does into atoms fly ; 
While we 00 earth see, witiv no small delight, 
The bird of prey changed to a paper kite ; 
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With dnuiktn pride and nft 1m did lo iwcD, 
Hie hated thing viAoiit compaaioa ftU ; 
By powerful Ibroe of imifenal pimjer. 
The flUhlowB hnbblo now ii torn'd to air ; 
To his fint leit Ihan nodiing he if gone, 
By hii prepoeterous IrBBMcCion. 

Epigram on the Duchess of Portsmouth* s Picture. 

Sure we do live by Cleopatm'f age^ 
Since Sunderland does gorem now the stage ; 
She of Septimius had nothing made, 
Pompey had been alone by her betimy'd ; 
Were she a poet, she would surely boast, 
That all the world for pcaris had well been lost. 

The Soliloquy of a Royal Exile* 

Unhappy I ! who, onoe oidain'd to bear 
God's justiee-sword, and bc*s vicegerent hersb 
Am now deposed— *gainst me my ohildren rise. 
My life must be their only sacrifice ; 
Highly they me accuse, but nothing proTe, 
But this is out of tenderness and lore. 

They seek to q>ill my blood; 'tis that alone 
Must for the nation's crying sins atone. 
But careftil hearen forewam'd me in a dream. 
And shew'd me that my dangers were eitreme ; 
The hesTenly vision spoke^ and bade me flee 
The uiigntefiil brood, that were not worthy me ; 
Ahttm'd, I fled at the appointed timc^ 
And mere necessity became my crime ! 
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ESSAY OF DRAMATIC POESY. 



Fungar vice cotis^ acntum 



Redder^ qtuejerrum val^^ esors ipsa seeandi. 



This Essay contains the first detailed view of our author^s opi- 
nionfi concerning the Drama. In many things, particularly in 
the main point of preference given tqrhyme, he afterwards saw 
cause to retract some of the principlesliere laid down. Wc 
have endeavoured elsewhere to trace the progress and alteration 
of Dryden's sentiments upon these subjects.* But the reader's 
attention may be here cauled to the elegant form into which he 
has thrown his essay, and which has been so often in vain fol- 
lowed by clumsy imitators. The scene of the dialogue, and the 
striking incident by which it is introduced, have the happiest ef- 
fect in arresting the attention ; and infinite address is display^^ 
in conducting the subject, from the distant noise of a bloody 
sea-fight, into the academic prolusions of dramatic criticism. 

The speakers in the dialogue are four ; three of whom are p^^' 
sons '^ whom their wit and quality have made known to all the 
town." The fourth, of whose properties the author speaks xpore 
modestly, is Neander, under which feigned appellation Dryden 
hunself is figured. In corroboration of this, Mr Malone produces 
two instances, in which Dryden is called Neander by the famous 
Corinna, or Eliza Thomas.f Moreover, the curious reader must 
be informed, that there is an anagram iathe name of the second 
personage, Lisideius, which points him out to be Sir Charles 



* See the remarks on Dryden's dranuKtic criticism, subjoined to his Life, \ 
VoL I. ] 

f In an elegy on his death, and in a poem addressed to Capt^n Qibbon. 
— Malone, Vol. I. p* 6S. For aught I know, an imperfect anagram tnay be 
intended ; for the letters in the name of Dryden, with a very little aid, will 
make out the word Neander, 
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Sedley, or Sidley, for his name was spelled both ways.* Ceites, 
the aavecate for blank verse, is Sir Robert Howard, our author's 
friend and brother-in-law ; who, in the preface to his plays pub- 
lished in 1665, had censured rhyming tragedies as unnatural. 
Prior has assured us, that Eugenius means the witty Earl of 
Dorset, then Lord Buckhurst.t A very critical observer may 
remark an inaccuracy in introducing his lordship as listening to 
the sound of a sea-fight, in which he was himself actually en- 
gaged4 But Dryden did not mean to identify his speakers, 
and those shadowed out under them, otherwise than in their 
capacity of critics and authors. 

Dryden has, with infinite address, avoided, or overcome, the ob- 
stacles which commonly attend an argumentative discussion, in 
form of a dialogue. The author of such disputations, in general, 
so obviously favours one of the combatants, that we as soon ex- 
pect Hector to slay Achilles, or Turnus to defeat iBneas, as 
nourish the least hope of the unfriended champion making any 
effectual resistance. Besides, in prepared arguments of this 
sort, as in prepared jests on the stage, there is an obvious open- 
ing lefl for those thrusts on which the author chiefly depends 
for success ; so that, instead of admiring the victor, we are 
angry at the bad address of his antagonist. All these ob- 
stacles Dryden has contrived to surmount, by the number of 
his characters, and the variety of their dialogue ; where not 
only the argument of Neander's antagonists is fairly stated, but 



* For Dryden's conDexion with this gay writer, see the dedication of the 
" Assignation," Vol. IV. p. 348. Lisideius is Sidleius, a little changed. 

f ** The most eminent masters in their several ways appealed to his deter- 
mination. Waller thought it an honour to consult him in the softness and 
harmony of his verse, and Dr Sprat in the delicacy and itum of his prose. 
Dryden determines by him, under the character of Eugenius, as to the laws 
of dramatic poetry." This occurs in Frior*s dedication of his poems to Lio- 
nel, Earl of Dorset and Middlesex, in which he gives his father's character at 
length, Svo. Edit 1709. 

f The evening before the battle, be is said to have composed the lively song 
" he)^nning, 

To all you ladies now at land. 

Prior gives the following account of the matter : <* In the Brst Dutch war, he 
went a volunteer with the Duke of York : his behaviour during that campaign 
was such as distinguished the Sackvill, descended from that Hildebrand of 
the name, who was one of the greatest captains that came into England with 
the Conqueror. But his making a song ^e night before the engagement, and 
it is one of the prettiest that ever was made, carries with it so sedate a pre- 
sence of mind, and such an unusual gallantry, that it deserves as much to be 
recorded as Alexander's jesting with his soldiers before he past the Granicus, 
or William the First of Orange giving order over night for a battle, and de- 
siring to be called in the morning, lest he should happen to sleep too long." 
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the topics are so judiciously varied, that the reader is brought to 
the point which the author aims at, without stifiiiess or constraint, 
as if in the ordinary flow of literary conversation. Thus, as we 
never see the purpose which Dryden wishes to attain, we arrive 
at hit conclusion without fatigue or prejudice. 

The " Essay on Dramatic Poetry'' was assailed by several 
critics. Martin Clifford, of the Charter- House, accused our 
author of pilfering from the French critics, in the second of ' 
four very abusive letters. The only existing edition of these 
diatribes is one in 1687 ; but, from their date and import, this 
mayhaye been a reprint. Sir Robert Howard also attacked 
the Essay, in the preface to his " Duke of Lerma,'' which led 
Dryden to assert his preference of rhyming tragedies, in the ^.^ 
Defence prefixed to the ** Indian Emperor." See Vol. JSf* jX « 
p. 263. 

This Essay was first published in 1668, or perhaps in the De- 
cember preceding. Sixteen years afterwards, Dryden bestow- 
ed on it a thorough revisal ; and having, in many places, alter- 
ed and amended the expression with unusual care, he published 
a second edition in 1684, with the fallowing dedication to Lord 
Buckhurst j afterwards Earl of Dorset. 
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TO 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES, 

EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX, 



IX>RD CHAMBERLAIN OF THEIR MAJESTIES 

HOUSEHOLD, KNIGHT OW THE MOST NOBLE ORDER OF THE 

GARTER, &C. 



Mt Lord, 

As I was lately reviewing my loose papers, amongst 
the rest I found this Essay ;>^the writing of which, 
in this rude and indigested manner, wherein 
your Lordship now sees it, served as an amuse- 
ment to me in the country, when the violence of 
the last plague had driven me from the town.t 
Seeing, then, our theatres shut up, I was engaged 
in these kind of thoughts with the same delight 
with which men think upon their absent mistresses.>,^^ 
I confess I find many things in this discourse,^ 
which I do not now approve ; my judgment being 



* The great pestilence in 1663. 
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Y 

not a Httle altered since tJbe writing of it, but 
whether for the better, or the worse, I know not : 
neither, indeed, is it much material in an Essay^ 
where all I have said is problematical. For the 
way of writing plajs in verse, which I have seemed 
to favour, I have, since that time, laid the prac« 
tice of it aside, till I liave more leisure, because 
I find it troublesome and jslow : VBut I am no way 
altered from my opinion of it, at least with any 
reasons which have opposed it.\ For your lordship 
may easily observe, that none are very violent 
against it, but those who either have not attempt- 
ed it, or who have succeeded ill in their attempt. 
It is enough for me to have your lordship's example 
for my e^^use in that little which I have done in 
it i and I am ^ure my adversaries can bring no. such 
arguments against verse, as those with which the 
four^ act of " Pompey'' will furnish me in its de- 
fence.t Yet, my loi'd, you must suffer me a little 
to complain of you, that you too soon withdraw 
irom us a contentment, of which we expected the 
•continuance, beca»use you gave it us so early. Jjt 
is a revolt, without oocasJon, from your party, 
where your merits had already raised you to the 
highest commands, and where you have not the ex- 
cuiae of other men, that you have been ill usedy anil 



* As early as 1676, Dryden confesses that he had groim weary 
of *' his long-loved mistreiss, Rbyme;*' See the pr^ogue to 
" Aureng-Zehe/' the last rhyming tragedy which he -ever wrote* 
See Vol. V. p. 188: But although Dryden sometimes chose ta 
abandon his own opinions, there is no instance of his owning 
convefsion by the argnments ^f his adversaries. 

t The tragedy of " Pompey the Great," 4to. 1^, translated 
oat of French by certain persons of honour. Wttler wrote the 
first act; Lord Buckhurst, it would seem, translated the fourtlv^ 
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therefore hid down arms* I know no other quar- 
rel you can have to verse, than that which Spurina 
had to his beauty, when he tore and mangled the 
features of his face, only because they pleased too 
well the sight.* It was an honour which seemed 
to wait for you, to lead out a new colony of writers 
from the mother-nation : and, upon the first spread- 
ing of your ensigns, there had been many in a rea- 
diness to have followed so fortunate a leader ; if 
not all, yet the better part of poets : 

ParSi indocUi melior grege ; moUis et exspes 
Inominata perprimat cubilia, 

I am almost of opinion, that we should force you 
to accept of the command, as sometimes the praeto- 
rian bands have compelled their captains to receive 
rthe empire. The court, which is the best and 
\surest judge of writing, has generally allowed of 
Werse ; and, in the town, it has found favourers of 
iwit and quality. As for your own particular, my 
lord, you have yet youth and time enough to give 
part of them to the divertisement of the public, be- 
fore you enter into the serious and more unpleasant 
business of the world. That whioh the French poet 
said of the temple of Love, may be as well applied 
to the temple of the Muses. The words, as near 
as I can remember them, were these : 

Lejeune komme c mauvaise grace, 
N^avantpas adori dans le Temple d* Amour; 
Iljaui quit entre; et pour le sage 
Si ce nest pas son vrai sejour, 
Vest un gite sur son passage, 

I leave the words to work their effect upon your 



♦ Valerius Maximus, Lib. IV. Cap. 5. 
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lordship in their own language, because no other 
can so well express the nobleness of the thought ; 
and wish yoti may be soon called to bear a part id 
the afiairs of the nation, where I know the world 
expects you, and wonders why you have been po 
long forgotten ; there being no person amongst our 
young nobility, on whom the eyes of all men are 
so much bent* But, in the mean time, your lord- 
ship may imitate the course af nature, who gives 
us the flower before the fruit; that I may speak to 
you in the language of the Muses, which I h^ve 
taken from an excellent poem to the king : 

As Nature, when she fruit. designs, thinks fit 
By beauteous blossoms to;proceed to it ; 
And while she does accomplish all the spring, 
Birds to her secret operations sing«* 

I confess I have no greater reason, in addressing 
this Essay to your lordship, than that it might 
awaken in you the desire of writing something, in 
whatever kind it be, which might be an honour to 
our age a«d country. And methinks it might have 
the $ame effect on you, which Homer tells us the 
fight of the Greeks and Trojans before the fleet, 
had on the spirit of Achilles ; who, though he had 
resolved not to engage, yet found a martial warmth 
to steal upon him at the sight of blows, the sound 
of trumpets, and the cries of fighting men. For 
my own part, if, in treating li^ this subject, I some- 
times dissent from the opinion of better wits, 1 de- 
clare it is not so much to combat their opinions, as 



* " Poem to the King's most sacred Majesty."— i)'-4u«»a«^*« 
Works, folio, 1673, p. 268. 

VOL. XV. T 
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to defend my own, which were first made public^ 
Sometimes, like a scholar in a fencing-school, I put 
ft>rth myself, and show my own ill play, on pur- 
pose to be better taught* Sometimes I stand des- 
perately to my arms, like the foot when deserted 
by their horse, not in hope to overcome, but only 
to yield on more honourable terms. And yet, my 
lord, this war of opinions, you well know, has fallen 
out among the writers of all ages, and sometimes 
betwixt friends. Only it has been prosecuted by 
some, like pedants, with violence of words ; and 
managed by others, like gentlemen, with candour 
and civility. Even Tully had a controversy with 
his dear Atticus ; and in one of his dialogues makes^ 
him sustain the part of an enemy in philosophy, 
who, in his letters, i& his confidant of state, and 
made privy to the most weighty affairs of the Ro- 
man senate. And the same respect which was paid 
by Tully to Atticus, we find returned to him after-^ 
wards by CaBsar, on a like occasion, who, answer- 
ing his book in praise x)f Cato, made it not so much 
his business to condemn Cato, as to praise Cicero. 
But that I may decline some part of the encoun- 
ter with my adversaries, whom I am neither willing 
to combat, nor well able to resist ; I will give your 
lordship the relation of a dispute betyfixi some of 
our wits on the same subject, in which they did 
not only speak of plays iu verse, but mingled, ia 
the freedom of discourse, some things of the anr 
cient, many of the modern, ways of writing ; com- 
paring those with these, and the wits of our nation 
with those of others : It is true they differed in 



* See the dedication to the " Rival Ladies/^ which is elabo- 
rately written in the cause of Rhyme against Blank Verse. Vol. 
II. p. lia. 
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their opinions, as it is probable they would: neither 
do I take upon me to reconcile, but to relate them ; 
and that, as Tacitus professes of himself. Sine stu- 
dio partium, aut ird, without passion, or interest ; 
leaving your lordship to decide it in favour of which 
part you shall judge most reasonable, and withal, 
to pardon the many errors of 

Your lordship's 

Most obedient humble servant, 

John Dryden. 
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The drift of the ensuing discourse was chiefly to 
vindicate the honour of our English writers, from 
the censure of those who unjustly prefer the French 
before thena. This I intimate, lest any should 
think me so exceeding vain, as to teach others an 
,art which they understand much better than my- 
self. But if this incorrect Essay, written in the 
country without the help of books, or advice of 
friends, shall find any acceptance in the world, I 
promise to myself a better success of the Second 
Part, wherein I shall more fully treat of the virtues 
and faults of the English poets, who have written 
either in this, the epic, or the lyric way.* 



* This promise our author never fully performed ; although 
the " Essa^ on Epic Poetry/' and other parts of his critical 
vorksy exhibit the materials of the proposed Second Part. 
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It was that memorable day, in the first summer of 
the late war, when our navy engaged the Dutch ;• 
a day wherein the two most mighty and best ap- 
pointed fleets which any age had ever seen, disputed 
the command of the greater half of the globe, the 
commerce of nations, and the riches of the universe: 
while these vast floating bodies, on either side, 
/ moved against each other in parallel lines, and our ) 
countrymen, under the happy conduct of his Royal 
Highness,t went breaking, by little and little, into 



* The third of June 1665. See the *< Annus Mirabilis," 
and the Notes, Vol. IX. p. 108. 161. Our author, in his poem 
to the Duchess, mentions the circumstance of the cannon be- 
ing heard at London : 

When from afar we heard the cannon playi 
Like distant thunder on a shiny day. 

Vol. IX. p. 79. 

f James Duke of York, afterwards James IL 



Digitized by 



Google 



29^ AN ESSAY OF DRAMATIC POESY. 

the line of the enemies ; the noise of the cannon 
from both navies reached our ears about the city ; 
SO that all men being alarmed vf^ith it, and in a 
dreadful suspense of the event, which they knew 
was {hen deciding, every one went following the 
sound as his fancy led him ; and leaving the town 
almost empty, some took towards the rark, some 
cross the river, others down it; all seeking the 
noise in the depth of silence. 

Amongst the rest, it was the fortune of Eugenius, 
Crites, Lisideius, and Neander, to be in company 
together ; three of them persons whom their wit 
and quality have made known to all the town ; and 
whom I have chose to hide under these borrowed 
names, that they may not suffer by so ill a relation 
as I am going to make of their discourse. 

Taking then a barge, which a servant of Lisideius 
had provided for them, they made haste to shoot 
the bridge, and left behind them that great fall of 
waters which hindered them from hearing what they 
desired: after which, having disengaged themselves 
frommanyvesselswhichrodeatanchorintheThames, 
and almost blocked up the passage towards Green- 
wich, they ordered the watermen to let fall their 
oars more gently j and then every one favouring 
his own curiosity with a strict silence, it was not 
long ere they perceived the air to break about them 
like the noise of distant thunder, or of swallows in a 
chimney : those little undulations of sound, though 
almost vanishing before they reached them, yet still 
seeming to retain somewhat oi their first horror 
which they had betwixt the fleets. After they had 
attentively listened till such time as the sound by 
little and little went from them,* Eugenius, lift- 

* There is something very striking in this description, which 
was doubtless copied from reality. 
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ang up his head, and taking notice of it, was the 
first who congratulated to the rest that happy omen 
^f our nation's victory : adding, that we had but 
this to desire in confirmation of it, that we might 
^bear no more of that noise which was now leaving 
the English coast. When the rest had concurf ed in 
the same opinion, Crites, a person of a sharp judg- 
ment, and somewhat too delicate a taste in wit, 
which the world hath mistaken in him for ill nature,* 
said, smiling to us, that if the concernment of this 
battlehad notbeen so exceeding great,hecouldscarcQ^ 
have wished the victory at the price he knew he 
must pay for it, in being subject to the reading and 
hearing of so many ill verses as he was sure would 
be made on that subject. Adding, that no argu- 
ment could 'scape some of those eternal rhymers, 
who watch a battle with more diligence than the 
ravens and birds of prey ; and the worst of them 
surest to be first in upon the quarry ; while the bet- 
ter able, either out of modesty writ^not at all, or 
set that due value upon their poems, as to let them 
be often desired, and long expected. There are 
some of those impertinent people of whom you 
speak, answered Lisideius, who, to my knowledge, 
are already so provided, either way, that they can 
produce not only a panegyric upon the victory, 
but, if need be, a funeral elegy on the Duke ; where- 
in, afler they have crowned his valour with many 
laurels, they will at last deplore the odds under 
which he fell, concluding, that his courage deserv- 
ed a better destiny. All the company smiled at the 
conceit of Lisideius j but Crites, more eager than 



* This is a favourable representation of the character of Sir Ro- 
l>ert Howard, who is described by his eontemporaries as very vain, 
obstinate and opinionative, and as such was ridiculed by Shadwell 
under the character of Sir Positive Atall, in the *^ Impertinents.** 
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before, began to make particular exceptions against 
some writers, and said, the public magistrate ought 
to send betimes to forbid them ; and that it con- 
cerned the peace and qiiiet of all honest people, 
that ill poets should be as well silenced as seditious^ 
preachers. In my opinion, replied Eugenius, you 
pursue your point too far ; for as to my own par- 
ticular, I am so great a lover of poesy, that I could 
wish them all rewarded, who attempt but* to do 
well ; at least, I would not have them worse used 
than one of their brethren was by Sylla the dic- 
tator: Quem in concione vidimus (says Tully), cum ei 
Ubellum malm poeta depopulo subjeeisset, quod epi- 
gramma in eumfecisset tanPummodo altemis versibus 
longiuscuUsj statim ex iis rebus quas tunc vendebat 
jubere ei prcemium tribute sub ea conditione ne quid 
postea scriberet. I could wish with all my hearty 
replied Crites, that many whom we know were 
as bountifully thanked upon the same condition, 
that they would never trouble us again. For amongst 
others, I have a mortal apprehension of two poets» 
whom this victory, with the help of both her wings, 
will never be able to escape. *Tis easy to guess 
whom you intend, said Lisideius; and without 
naming them, I ask you if one of them does not 
perpetually pay us with clenches upon words, and 
a certain clownish kind of raillery ?* If now and 

* This was certainly Dr Robert Wild ; an allusion to whose 
" Iter Boreale" occurs a little below. It i» written in a harsh 
and barbarous style, filled with « clenches and carwhichets," as 
the time called them ; which having been in fashion in the reign 
of James I. and his unfortunate son, now revived after the Re- 
storation. One of these poets would perhaps have told u8> in 
rugged verse, that the Muse having been long in mourning, it 
was no wonder that her gayer dress should appear unfashionable 
when resumed. The other scribbler, Mr Malone thinks, might 
be Flecnoe. Or it may have been Samuel Holland, a great 
scribbler on public occasions. 
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then he doesnotofkTSitB.catachresisorCleivelandismf* 
wresting and torturing a ^ord into another mean- 
ing : in fine, if he be not one of those whom the 
French would call un mauvais buffon; one who is 
so much a well-wilier to the satire, that he intends 
at least to spare no man ; and though he cannot 
strike a blow to hurt any, yet he ought to be pu- 
nished for the malice of the action ; as our witches 
are justly hanged, because they think themselves to 
be such ; and suffer deservedly for believing they 
did mischief, because they meant it.t You have 
descriBed him, said Crites, so exactly, that I am 
afraid to come after you with my other extremity 
of poetry : he is one of those, who, having had some 
advantage of education and converse, knows better 
than the other what a poet should be, but puts it 
into practice more unluckily than any man. His 
style and matter are every while alike ; he is the 
most calm, peaceable writer you ever read : he never 
disquiets your passions with the least concernment, 
but still leaves you in as even a temper as he found 

* Cleiveland, being a violent cavalier, had a sort of claim to 
become a model after the Restoration. He has such notable 
conceits as the following comparison of a weeping mistress, to 
the angel in the scripture who moved the pool of Bethesda^ the 
first passage which occurred at opening the book : 

■ pious Julia, angel- wise, 

Moves the Bethesda of her trickling eyes. 
To cure the spittal world o£ maladies. 

Clieveland's VindicuB, 1677, p» 10, 

f This was an absurd and cruel doctrine of the English lawyers 
of the time, who had begun to disbelieve in witchcraft, and were 
yet willing to justify the execution of witches. One of them says, 
that if a man firmly believes that, by whirling his hat round his 
head, and crying bo, he could occasion the death of an enemy, 
he becomes, by performing that ceremony, guilty of murder. 
Observe that, unless in virtue of special statute, he could not be 
capitally punished, if, instead of this whimsical device, he had 
actually fired a gun, and missed the person he aimed at. 
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you ; he is a very leveller in poetry : he creeps along 
with ten little words in every line, and helps out 
his numbers with For to, and Unto, and all the pret* 
ty expletives he can find, till he drags them to the 
end of another line ; while the sense is left tired 
half-way behind it : he doubly starves all his verses, 
first, for want of thought, and then, of expression. 
His poetry neither has wit in it, nor seems to have 
it ; like him in Martial : 

Pauper mderi Cinna mk, et est pauper. 

He afiects plainness, to cover his want of^ imagi- 
nation : when he writes the sericms way, the highest 
flightv of his fancy is some miserable antithesis or 
seeming contradiction ; and in the comic, he is still 
reaching at some thin conceit, the ghost of a jest, 
and that too flies before him, never to be caught. 
These swallows which we see beforeuson the Thames, 
are the just resemblance of his wit ; you may ob- 
serve how near the water they stoop, how many 
proffers they make to dip, and yet how seldom they 
touch it ; and when they do, 'tis but the surface : 
they skim over it but to catch a gnat, and then 
mount into the air and leave it. — Well, gentlemen, 
said Eugenius, you may speak your pleasure of 
these authors ; but though I and some few more 
about the town may give you a peaceable hearing, 
yet assure yourselves, there are multitudes who 
would think you malicious, and them imured ; espe- 
cially him whom you first described. He is the very 
Withers of the city : • they have bought more edi- 
tions of his works than would serve to lay under all 
their pies at the Lord Mayor's Christmas. When 
his famous poem first came out in the year l660,t 



* A voluminous author of the reiga of Charles L 
t The Iter Boreale. 
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I have seen them reading it in the midst of Change- 
time ; nay, so vehement they were at it, that they 
lost their bargain by the candles' ends.* But what 
will you say if he has been received amongst great 
persons? I can. assure you he is, this day, the envy 
of one, who is lord in the art of quibbling ; and 
who does not take it well, that any man should in- 
trude so far into his province. AH I wquld wish, 
replied Crites, is, that they who love his writings, 
may still admire him, and his fellow poet : Qui Ba* 
vium non odity &c. is curse sufficient. And farther, 
added Lisideius, I believe there is no man who 
tvrites well, but would think he had hard measure, 
if their admirers should praise any thing of his : 
Nam quos contemnimus, eorum quoque laudes contem- 
nimus. There are so few who write well in this age, 
said Crites, that methinks any praises should be 
welcome j they neither rise to the dignity of the last 
age, nor to any of the ancients : and we may cry 
out of the writers of this time, with more reason 
than Petronius of his. Pace vestrd liceat dixissesprimi 
ommum eloquentiamperdidistis: you havedebauched 
the true old poetry so far, that nature, which is the 
soul of it, is not in any of your writings. 

If your quarrel (said Eugenius) to those who now 
write, be grounded only on your reverence to anti- 
quity, there is no man more ready to adore those 
great Greeks and Romans than I am : but, on the 
other side, I cannot think so contemptibly of the 
age in which I live, or so dishonourably of my own 
country, as not to judge we equal the ancients in 
most kinds of poesy, and in some surpass them ; 
neither know I any reason why I may not be as 
zealous for the reputation of our age, as we find the 
ancients themselves were in reverence to those who 



* One mode of sale by auctiou. 
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lived before them. For you hear your Horace saying, 

Indigfior quidquam reprehend^ non quia crasse 
Compositum^ ulepideve putetur, sed quia nuper. 

And after : 

Si meliora dies, ut vina, poemata reddit, 

Scire velim, pretium chartis quotus arroget annus f 

m 

But I see I am engaging in a wide dispute, where 
the arguments are not like to reach close on either 
side; for poesy is of so large an extent, and so many, 
both of tne ancients and moderns, have done well in 
all kinds of it, that in citing one against the other, 
we shall take up more time this evening, than each 
man's occasions will allow him : therefore-^I would 
ask Crites to what part of poesy he would confine 
his arguments, and whether he would defend the 
general cause of the ancients against the moderns, 
or oppose any age of the moderns^ against this of 
ours. 

Crites, a little while considering upon this de- 
mand, told Eugenius, that if he pleased he would 
limit their dispute to Dramatic Poesy ; in which he 
thought it not difficult to prove, either that the an- 
cients were superior to the moderns, or the last 
age to this of ours.* 

Eugenius was somewhat surprised when he heard 
Crites make choice of that subject. For aught I 
see, said he, I have undertaken a harder province 
than I imagined ; for, though I never judged the 



♦ If Critbs be really Sir Robert Howard, as there is every 
reason to believe, Dryden here Represents him as supporting a 
point which he gives up in his preface ; for he censures both 
the plots ^d diction of the ancients, and concludes that, upon 
Horace's rules, " our English plays may justly challenge the 
pre-eminence." See Preface to his Plays in folio, 1665. 
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plays of the Greek or Roman poets comparable to 
ours, yet, on the other side, those we now see acted 
come short of many which were written in the last 
age. But my comfort is, if we are overcome, it will 
be only by our own countrymen j and if we yield 
to them in this one part of poesy, we more surpass 
them in all the other ; for in the epic or lyric way, 
it will be hard for them to shew us one such amongst 
them, as we have many now living, or who lately 
were. They can produce nothing so courtly writ, 
or which expresses so much the conversation of a 
gentleman, as Sir John Suckling j nothing so even, 
sweet, and flowing, as Mr Waller ; nothing so ma- 
jestic, go correct, as Sir John Denham ; nothing 
so elevated, so copious, and full of spirit, as Mr 
Cowley. As for the Italian, French, and Spanish 
plays, I can make it evident, that those who now 
write, surpass them ; and that the drama is wholly 
ours. 

All of them were thus far of Eugenius his opi- 
nion, that the sweetness of English verse was never 
understood or practised by our fathers ; even Crites 
himself did not much oppose it : and every one was 
willing to acknowledge how much our poesy is 
improved, by the happiness of some writers yet^ 
living ; who first taught us to mould our thoughts I 
into easy and significant words, to retrench the su- : 
perfluities of expression, and to make our rhyme soj 
properly a part of the verse, that it should never! 
mislead the sense, but itself be led and governed | 
by it. 

Eugenius was going to continue this discourse, 
when Lisideius told him, that it was necessary, 
before they proceeded further, to take a standing 
measure of their controversy j for how was it possi- 
ble to be decided, who wrote the best plays, before 
we know what a play should be ? but, this once 
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agreed on by both parties, each might have recourse 
to it, either to prove his own advantages, or tp dis- 
cover the failings of his adversary. 

He bad no socmer said this, but 9II desired the 
favour of him to give the definition of a play i and 
they were the more importunate, because neither 
Aristotle nor Horace, nor any other, who had writ 
of that subject, had ever done it. 

Lisideius, after some modest denials, at last con- 
fessed he had a rude notion of it ; indeed rather a 
description than a definition ; but which served to 
guide him in his private thoughts, when he was to 
I make a judgment of what others writ : that he 
I conceived a play ought to be, " A just and lively 
r image of human nature, representing its passions 
I and humours, and the changes of fortune to which 
I it is subject, for the delight and instruction of mw- 
;kind.;' 

This definition (though Crites raised a logical ob- 
jection against it — ^that it was only dgenere etfincj 
and so not altogether perfect) was yet well receiv- 
ed by the reat : and after they had given order to 
the watermen to turn their barge, and row softly, 
that they might take the cool of the evening in 
^ their return, Crites, being desired by the cpipopany 
; to begin, spoke on behalf of the ancients, in this 
\ !manner>— * 

If confidence presage a victory, Eugenius, in bis 
own opinion, has already triuipphed over the an- 
cients: nothing seems more easy to him, than to 
overcome those whom it is our greatest praise to 
\ have imitated well ; for we do not only build upon 
i their foundations, but by their ipodels. Dramatic 
Poesy had time enough, reckoning from Thespis 
(who first invented it) to Aristophanes, to be born, 
to grow up, and to flourish in maturity. It has 
been observed pf arts and sciences, that in one ^nd 
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the same century they have arrived to great perfec- . 
tion ; and no wonder, since ^very age has a kind of I 
universal genius» which inclines those that live io ) 
it to some particular studies : the work then being 
pushed on by many hamds, mu^t of necessity go 
forwards 

Is it not evident, an these last hundred years, 
(when the study of philosof^hy has been the busi- 
ness of all the Virtuosi in Christendom), tliat almost 
a new nature has been revealed to us ? that more 
errors of the school have been detected, more useful 
experiments in philosophy have been made, more 
noble secrets in optics, medidne, anatomy, astro- 
nomy, discovered, than in all those credulous and 
doting ages from Aristotle to us ?-— so true it is, that 
nothing spreads more fast than science, when right- 
ly and generally oultivated. 

Add to this, the more than comnoon emulation 
that was in those times of writing well ; which' 
though it be found in all ages, and dl persons that 
pretend to the same reputation, yet poesy being ! 
then in more esteem than now it is, had greater \ 
honours decreed to the professors of it, and conse- 
quently the rivalship was more high between them. - 
They had judges ordained to decide their merit, and 
prizes to reward it : and historians have been dili- 
gent to record of iEschylus, Euripides, Sophocles, 
Lycophron, and the rest of them, both who they 
were that vanquished in these wars of the theatre, 
and how often they were crowned ; while the Asian 
kings and Grecian commonwealths scarce afiEbrded 
them a nobler subject, than the unmanly luxuries of 
a debauched court, or giddy intrigues of a factious 
city i^^AUt cemulatio ingenia, (says Paterculus), et 
nunc invidio^ nunc admiratio incitationem accendit: 
Emulation is the spur of wit ; and sometimes envy, 
sometimes admiration, quickens our endeavours. 

2$ 
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But now since the rewards of honour are taken 
away, that virtuous emulation is turned into direct 
;raalice ; yet so slothful, that it contents itself to 
condemn and cry down others, 'without attempting 
to do better : 'tis a reputation too unprofitable, to 
take the necessary pains for it j yet wishing they 
had it, that desire is incitement enough to hinder 
\ others from it. And this, in short, Eugenius, is the 
> reason, why you have now so few good poets, and 
! so many severe judges. Certainly, to imitate the 
ancients well, much labour and long study is re- 
quired; which pains, I have already shewn,* our 
poets would want encouragement to take, if yet 
they had ability to go through the work. Those 
ancients have been faithful imitators, and wise ob- 
servers of that nature which is so torn and ill repre- 
sented in our plays ; they have handed down to us 
a perfect resemblance of her ; which we, like ill co- 
piers, neglecting to look on, have rendered mon- 
strous, and disfigured. But, that you may know 
' how much you are indebted to those your masters, 
and be ashamed to have so ill requited them, I 
must remember you, that all the rules by which we 
practise the drama at this day, (either such as relate 
to the justness and symmetry of the plot j or the 
episodical ornaments, such as descriptions, narra- 
tions, and other beauties, which are not essential 
j to the play), were delivered to us from the obser- 
; vations which Aristotle made, of those poets, who 
; either lived before him, or were his contemporaries. 
We have added nothing of our own, except we 
have the confidence to say, our wit is better ; of 
which none boast in this our age, but such as un- 
derstand not theirs. Of that book which Aristotle 
has left us, zir^i r^$ UotTjrtKfjgj Horace his " Art of 
Poetry,'* is an excellent comment, and, I believe, 
restores to us that Second Book of his concerning 
comedy, which is wanting in him. 
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put of these two have been extracted the famous 
rules which the French call Des Trots Unites^ or 
the Three Unities, which ought to be observed in 
every regular play ; namely, of. time, place, and ac- 
tion. 

The unity of time they comprehend in twenty- [ 
four hours, the compass of a natural day, or as near ; 
as it can be contrived ; and the reason of it is ob- 
vious to every one, — ^that the time of the feigned 
action, or fable of the play, should be proportioned 
as near as can be to the duration of that time in 
which it is represented : since therefore all plays are 
acted on the theatre in a space of time much within 
tine compass of twenty-four hours, that play is to be 
thought the nearest imitation of nature, whose plot 
or action is confined within that time. And, by the 
same rule which concludes this general proportion 
of time, it follows, that all the parts of it are (as 
near as may be) to be equally subdivided ; namely, 
that one act take not up the supposed time of hsdf 
a day, which is out of proportion to the restj since 
the other four are then to be straitened within the 
compass of the remaining half: for it is unnatural 
that one act, which being spoke or written, is not 
longer than the rest, should be supposed longer by 
the audience ; it is therefore the poet's duty to take 
care, that no act should be imagined to exceed 
the time in which it is represented on the stage* 
and that the intervals and inequalities of time be 
supposed to fall out between the acts. 

This rule of time, how well it has been observed 
by the ancients, most of their plays will witness. 
You see them in their tragedies, (wherein to follow 
this rule is certainly most difficult,) from the very 
beginning of their plays, falling close into that part 
of the story which they intend for the action, .or 
principal object of it, leaving the former part to be 
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delivered by narration : so that they set the au- 
dience, as it were, at the post where the race is to 
be concluded ; and saving them the tedious expec- 
tation of seeing the poet set out and ride thp be^ 
ffinning of the course, they suffer you not to behold 
him, till he is in sight of the goal, and just upon 
you. 

For the second unity, which is that (^ place, the 
ancients meant by it, that the scene ought to be 
continued through the play, in the same place where 
it was laid in the beginning : for the stage, on which 
it is represented, being but one and the same place, 
it is unnatural to conceive it many ; atid those far 
distant from one another. I will not deny, but by 
the variation of painted scenes, the fancy (which in 
these cases will contribute to its own deceit) may 
sometimes imagine it several places, with some ap- 
pearance of probability ; yet it still carries the 
greater likelihood of truth, if those places be sup- 
posed so near >3ach other, as in the same town or 
city, which may all be comprehended under the 
larger denomination of one place : for a greater dis- 
tance will bear no proportion to the shortness of time 
which is allotted, in the acting, to pass from one of 
them to another. For the observation of this, next 
to the ancients, the French are to be most com- 
mended. They tie themselves so strictly to the 
unity of place, that you never see in any of their 
plays, a scene changed in the middle of an act : if 
the act begins in a garden, a street, or chamber, 'tis 
ended in the same place ; and that yoU may know 
it to be the same, the stage is so supplied with per- 
sons, that it is never empty all the time : he who 
enters second, has business with him who was on 
before; and before the second quits the stage, a third 
appears who has business with him. This Corneille 
calls k Kaison des Scenes, the continuity or joining 
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of the scenes ; and 'tis a good mark of a weU-aiH* 
trived play, when all the persons are knovm to each 
other, and every one of them has some aflSiirs with 
all the rest. 

As for the third unity, which is that of action, \ 
the ancients meant no other by it than what the^ 
logicians do by their^nis^ the end or scope of any 
action ; that which is the first in intention^ and last 
in execution. Now tdie poet is to aim at one great/ 
and complete action, to the carrying on of which! 
all things in his play, even the very obstacles, aiei 
to be subservient ; and the reason of this is as evu] 
dent as any ckT the former* 

For two actions equally laboured and driven on 
by the writer, would destroy the unity of the poem ; 
it would be no longer one play, but two : not but 
that there may be many actions in a play, as Ben Jon- 
aon has observed in his " Discoveries ;"* but they 
must be all subservient to the great one, which our 
language hsqspily expresses in the name of under- 
jdots; such as in Terence's Eunuch is the difference 
and reconcilement of Thais and Phaedria, which is 
not the chief business of the play, but promotes 
the marriage of Cfaa&rea and Chremes's sister, prin* 
cipally intended by the poet. There ought to be 
but one action, says CorneiUe, that is, one complete 



* '< Now, that it should be one, and entire. One is consider*- 
able two ways ; either, as it is only separate, and by itself; or 
as being composed of many parts, it begins to be one, as those 
parts grow, or are wrought together. Thttt it should be one the 
first way alone, and by itsell', no man that hadi tasted letters 
ever would say, especially having required, before, a just magni- 
tude, and equal proportion of the parts in themselves^ Neither 
of which can possibly be, if the action be single and separate, 
nor composed of parts, which laid together in themselves, with 
an' equal and fitting proportion, temi to the same end, which 
thing, out of antiquity itself, hath deceived many ; and more this 
day it doth deceive." — Jonsons Discoveries, 
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action, which leaves the mind of the audience in a 
full repose ; but this cannot be brought to pass, but 
by many other imperfect actions, which conduce to 
it, and hold the audience in a delightful suspense of 
what will be. 

j If by these rules (to omit many other drawn from 
I the precepts and practice of the ancilents) we should 
i judge our modern plays, 'tis probable, that few of 
i them would endure the trial : that which should be 
the business of a day, takes up in some of them an 
age; instead of one action, they are the epitomes of 
a man's life ; and for one spot of ground (which the 
stage should represent) we are sometimes in more 
countries than the map can show us. 
I But if we allow the ancients to have contriv* 
;ed well, we must acknowledge them to have writ- 
ten better. Questionless we are deprived of a great 
stock of wit in the loss of Menander among the 
Greek poets, and of Caecilius, Afranius, and Varius, 
among the Romans. We may guess at Menander's 
excellency by the plays of Terence, who translated 
some of his ; and yef, wanted so much of him, 
that he was called by C. Caesar the half- Menander; 
and may judge of Varius, by the testimonies of 
Horace, Martial, and Velleius Paterculus. 'Tis pro- 
bable that these, could they be recovered, would 
decide the controversy ; but so long as Aristopha- 
nes and Plautus are extant, while the tragedies of 
Euripides, Sophocles, and Seneca, are, in our hands, 
I can never see one of those plays which are now 
written, but it increases my admiration of the an- 
cients. And yet I must acknowledge further, that 
to admire them as we ought, we should understand 
them better than we do. Doubtless many things 
appear flat to us, the wit of which depended on 
some custom or story, which never came to our 
knowledge ; or perhaps on some criticism in their 
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language, which being so long dead, and only re- 
maining in their books, 'tis not possible they should 
make us understand perfectly. To read Macrobius, 
explaining the propriety and elegancy of many 
words in Virgil, which I had before passed over 
without consideration, as common things, is enough 
to assure me,^ that I ought to think the same of Te- 
rence; and that in the purity of his^ style, (which 
Tully so much valued, that he ever carried his 
works about him), there is yet left in him great room 
for admiration, if I knew but where to place it. In 
the mean time, I must desire you to take notice, 
that the greatest man of the last age (Ben Jonson) 
was willing to give place to them in all things : he 
was not only a professed imitator of Horace, but a 
learned plagiary of all the others ; you track him 1 
every-where in their snow. If Horace, Lucan, 
Petronius Arbiter, Seneca, and Juvenal, had their 
own from him, there are few serious thoughts 
which are hew in him : you will pardon me, there- 
fore, if I presume he loved their fashion, when he 
wore their clothes.* But since I have otherwise a 
great veneration for him, and you, Eugenius, pre- 
fer him above all other poets,t I will use no farther 
argument to you than his example : I will produce 



* Malone and Langbaine have both observed, that our author 
elsewhere uses the same image, applied indeed to the very same 
person : 

Subtle was got by our Albumazar, 

That Alchemist by this Astrologer : 

Here be was fashioned ; and we may suppose. 

He liked the fashion well, who wore the clothes. 

f Dorset gave an instance of the honour in which he held 
Ben Jonson, by an excellent epilogue, upon the reviving of 
" Every Man in his Humour." When the speaker of the epi- 
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before you father Beo> dressed in all the ornaments 
and colours of the ancients ; vou will need no other 
guide to our party, if you follow him ; and whether 
you consider the bad plays of our age, or re^rd 
the good plays of the last, both the best and worst 
of the modern poets will equally instruct you to 

I admire the ancients. 

Crites had no sooner left speaking, but Euge- 

. nius, who had waited with some impatience for it, 

I thus began :-«• 

I have observed in your speech, that the former 

Eart of it is convincing, as to what the moderns 
ave profited by the rules of the ancients ; but in 
' the latter you are careful to conceal how much 
i they have excelled them. We own all the helps we 
have from them, and want neither veneration nor 
gratitude, while we acknowledge, that to overcome 
them we must make use of the advantages we 
have received from them : but to these assistances 
we have joined our own industry j for, had we sat 



logue has proceeded a good way in the usu^l style of raying 
the piece and author, he is Interrupted by 

JonsofCi Ghost. 

Hold, and give wiy, for I myself wiU speak : 
Can you encourage so much insolence, 
And add new faults still to the great offence 
,Your ancestors so rashly did commit 
Against the mighty powers of art and wit, 
When they condemn*d those noble works of mine, 
Sejanus, and my best loved Catiline? 
Repent, or on your guilty heads shall fall 
The curse of many a rhyming pastoral. 
The three bold Beauchamps shall revive again, 
And with the London-Prentice conquer Spain. 
All the dull follies of the former age « 

Shall find iq)plause on this corrupted stage. ^ 

But if you pay the great arrears of praise, 
So long since due to my much injured plays, 
From all past crimes I first will set you free, 
And then inspire some one to write like me. 
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down vitb a dull i«aitatioQ of them^ we might / 
then have lost somewhat of the old perfection, but | 
never acquired any that wa* new. We draw not ] 
therefore after their lines, but tho^e of nature j and 
havi()g the life before us, brides the experience 
of all they knew, it is no M(pnder if we hit iSK)me 
airs and features which they have misi^ed* I deny 
not what you urge of arts and sciences, that they 
have flourished in some ^^s more than others ; but 
your instance in philosophy makqs for me : for if 
natural causes be more known now than in the time 
of Aristotle, because more studied, it follows, that 
poesy and other arts may, with the same pains, ar* 
rive still nearer to perfection ; and, that granted, it 
will rest for you to prove, that they wrought more 
perfect images of human Ufe^ than we ; which seed- 
ing in your discourse you have avoided to make 
good, it shall now be my task to shew you some ' 
part of their defects, and some few excellencies of \ 
the moderns* And I think there is none among us 
can imagine I do it eiivioqsly, or with purpose to 
detract froo) them ; for what interest of fame or 
profit can the living lose by the reputation of the 
dead ? On the other side, it is a great truth which 
Velleius Paterculus affirms; Audita visis Ubentim 
laudamus ; et prcesentia invidid^ prceterita admira* 
tione prosequimur ; et his nos obrui^ illis instrui ere* 
dimus: that praise or censure is certainly the most 
sincere, which unbribed posterity shall give us. 

Be pleased then, in the first place, to take notice, 
that the Greek poesy, which Crites has affirmed to 
have arrived to perfection in the reign of the old 
comedy, was so far from it, that the distinction of | 
it into acts was not known to th6m ; or if it were, ( 
it is y^t so darkly delivered to 'us, that we cannot 
make it out. 

All we know of it is, from the singing of their 
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chorus ; and that too is so uncertain, that in some 
of their plays we have reason to conjecture they 
sung more than five times. Aristotle indeed di- 
vides the integral parts of a play into four. First, 
the Protasis^ or entrance* which gives light only to 
the characters of the persons, and proceeds very lit* 
tie into any part of the action. Secondly, the Epi" ^ 
tasiSf or working up of the plot ; where the play 
grows warmer, the design or action of it is draw- 
ing on, and you see something promising that it 
will come to pass. Thirdly, the Catastasis^ called by 
the Romans, Status^ the height and full growth of 
the play : we may call it properly the counter-turn, 
which destroys that expectation, embroils the action 
in new difficulties, and leaves you far distant from 
that hope in which it found you ; as you nftay have 
observed in a violent stream, resisted by a narrow 
passage, — it runs round to an eddy, and carries back 
the waters with more swiftness than it brought 
them on. Lastly, the Catastrophe^ which the Gre- 
cians called 'kvtrig^ the French le denouefnent, and we 
the discovery, or unravelling of the plot : there you 
see all things settling again upon thetr first founda- 
tions, and, the obstacles which hindered the design 
or action of the play once removed, it ends with 
that resemblance of truth and nature, that the audi- 
ence are satisfied with the conduct of it. Thus 
this great man delivered to us the image of a play ; 
and I must confess it is so lively, that from thence 
much light has been derived to the forming it more 
perfectly into acts and scenes : but what poet first 
limited to five the number of the acts, I know not ; 
only we see it so firmly established in the time of 
Horace, that he gives it for a rule in comedy, — Neu 
brevior quinto^ neu sit prodttctior acta. So that you 
see the Grecians cannot be said to have consummat- 
ed this art j writing rather by entrances, than by 
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a€t8, and hairing rather a general indigested notion j 
of a play, than knowing how, and where to bestow j 
the particular graces of it. j 

But since the Spaniards at this day allow but 
three acts, which they call Jomadas^ to a play, and 
the Italians in many of theirs follow them, when I 
, condemn the ancients, I declare it is not altogether \ 
because they have not five acts to every play,, but I 
because they have not confined themselves to one \ 
certain number ; it is building an house without a - 
model ; and when they succeeded in such under* 
takings, they ought to have sacrificed to Fortune, 
not to the Muse». 

Next, for the plot, which Aristotle called rofjitv^ig, j 
and often ra^^ ^payfidrafv aw^ung^ and from him the 
Romans Fabula, it has already been judiciously ob- 
served by a late writer, that in their tragedies it 
was only some tale derived from Thebes or Troy, 
or at least something that happened in those two 
ages ; which was worn so thread-bare by the pens 
of all the epic poets, and even by tradition itself 
of the talkative Greeklings, (as Ben Jonson calls 
them), that before it came upon the stage, it was •, 
already known .to all the audience ; and the peo* I 
jle, so soon as ever they beard the name of CEdi- 
nis, knew as well as the poet, that he had killed 
lis father by a mistake, and committed incest with 
his mother, before the play ; that they were now 
to hear of a great plague, an oracle, and the ghost 
of Laius : so that they sate with a yawning kind of 
expectation, till he was to come with his eyes pull- 
ed out, and speak a hundred or more verses in a 
tragic tone, in complaint of bis misfortunes. But 
one CEdipus, Hercules, or Medea, had been toler- 
able ; poor people, they escaped not so good cheap ; 
they had still the chapon bouille set before them, 
till their appetites were cloyed with the same dish. 
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and, the novelty being gone, the pleasure vanished ; 
so that one main end of Dramatic Pobsy in its de- 
finition, which was to cause delight, was of conse- 
quence destroyed.* 

I In their comedies, the Romans generally borrow- 
i ed their plots from the Greek poets ; and theirs was 
commonly a little girl stolen or wandered from her 
parents, brought back unknown to the city, there 
got with child by some lewd young fellow, who, 
by the help of his servant, cheats his father ; and 
when her time comes, to cty-^unoLucinaiferopem^ 
one or other sees a little box or cabinet which was 
carried away with her, and so discovers her to her 
friends, if some god do not prevent it, by coming 
down in a machine, and taking the thanks of it to 
himself* 

By the plot you may guess much of the charac- 
ters of the persons. An old father, who would 
willingly, before he dies, see his son well married ^ 
his debauched son, kind in his nature to hi^ mis-? 
tress, but miserably in want of money ; a servant 
or slave, who has so much wit to strike in with 
him, and help to dupe his father ; a braggadocio 
captain, a parasite, and a lady of pleasure. 

As for the poor honest maid, on whom the story 
is built, and who ought to be one of the principaJ 



* This objection^ although stated against Crites the prototype 
of Howard, occurs in Sir Robert's own preface, who points out 
an additional advantage attending it. He observes, that the sub- 
jects of the ancients were usually the most known stories and 
fables ; a circumstance which led them to compose their plays 
rather of speeches and choruses, than of scenic action, and re- 
presentation : Because, <* Seneca making choice of Medea, 
Hippolytus, and Hercules CEtus, it was impossible to shew Me- 
dea throwing the mangled limbs of Jason into her ag€-renewing 
kettle, or to present the scattered limbs of Hippolytus upon the 
stage, or shew Hercules burning upon his own funeral pile." 
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actors in the play, she is commonly a route in it : 
she has the breeding of the old Elizabeth way, 
which was for maids to be seen and not to be heard } 
and it is enough you know she is willing to be mar- 
ried, when the finh act requires it. 

These are plots built after the Italian mode of 
houses, — ^you see through them all at once: the 
characters are indeed the imitations of nature, but 
60 narrow, as if they had imitated only an eye or an 
hand, and did not dare to venture on the lines of 
a face, or the proportion of a body. 

But in how straight a compass soever they have ' 
bounded their plots and characters, we will pass it 
i>y, if they have regularly pursued them, and per- 
fectly observed those three unitiies of time, place, 
and action ; the knowledge of which you say is de- 
rived to us from them. But, in the first place, give 
me leave to tell you, that the unity of place, how- 
ever it might be practised by them, was never any | 
of their rules: we neither find it in Aristotle, Horace, \ 
or any who have written of it, till in our age the 1 
French poets first made it a precept of the stage. 1 
The unity of time, even Terence himself, who was \ 
the best and most regular of them, has neglected : ' 
his ** Heautontimorumenos,'^ or Self-punisher, takes 
up visibly two days, says Scaliger ; the two first acts 
concluding the first day, the three last the day en- 
suing ; and Euripides, in tying himself to one day, 
has committed an absurdity never to be forgiven 
him ; for in one of his tragedies he has made The- 
seus go from Athens to Thebes, which was about 
forty English miles, under the walls of it to give 
battle, and appear victorious in the next act ; and 
yet, from the time of his departure to the return of 
the Nuntius, who gives the relation of his victory, 
^thra and the Chorus have but thirty-six verses ; 
which is not for every mile a verse. 
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The like error is as evident in Terence '^fais 
** Eunuch," when Laches, the old man, enters by 
mistake into the house of Thliis ; where, betwixt 
his exit, and the entrance of Pythias, who comes 
to give ample relation of the disorders he has rais- 
ed within, Parmeno, who was left upon the stage, 
has not above five lines to speak. Gest bien em^ 
ployer un temps si courts says the French poet, 
who furnished me with one of the observations : 
and almost all their tragedies will afford us exam- 
ples of the like nature. 

It is true, they have kept the continuity, or, as 
you called it, liaison des Scenes, somewhat better : 
two do not perpetually come in together, talk, and 
go out together ; and other two succeed them, 
and do the same throughout the act, which the 
English call by the name of single scenes ; but the 
reason is, because they have seldom above two or 
three scenes, properly so called, in every act ; for 
it is to be accounted a new scene, not only every 
time the stage is empty, but every person who en- 
ters, though to others, makes it so ; because he in- 
troduces a new business. Now the plots of their 
plays being narrow, and the persons few, one of 
their acts was written in a less compass than one 
of our well-wrought scenes ; and yet they are 
often deficient even in this. To go no farther 
than Terence, you find in the " Eunuch," An- 
tipho entering single in the midst of the third act, 
after Chremes and Pythias were gone off: in the 
same play you have likewise Dorias beginning 
the fourth act alone ; and after she has made a 
relation of what was done at the Soldier's en- 
tertainment, (which by the way was very inarti- 
ficial, because she was presumed to speak directly 
to the audience, and to acquaint them with what 
was necessary to be known, but yet should have 
been so contrived by the poet, as to have been 
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told by persons of the drama to one another, and 
so by them to have come to the knowledge of the 
people), she quits the stage, and Phasdria enters next, 
alone likewise : he also gives you an account of him- 
self^ and of his returning from the country, in mo- 
nologue ; to which unnatural way of narration Te- 
rence is subject in all his plays. In his " Adelphi, 
or Brothers," Syrus and Demea enter after the 
scene was broken by the departure of Sostrata, 
Geta, and Canthara ; and indeed you can scarce 
look into any of his comedies, where you will not 
•presently discover the same interruption. 

But as they have failed both in laying of their 
plots, and in the management, swerving from the 1 
rules of their own art, by misrepresenting nature to \ 
us, in which they have ill satisfied one intention of 
a play, which was delight ; so in the instructive 
part they have erred worse : instead of punishing > 
vice, and rewarding virtue, they have often shewn , 
a prosperous wickedness, and an unhappy piety : ] 
they have set before us a bloody image of revenge 
in Medea, and given her dragons to convey her safe 
from punishment : A Priam and Astyanax mur- 
dered, and Cassandra ravished, and the lust and 
murder ending in the victory of him who acted 
them. In short, there is no indecorum in any of 
our modern plays, which, if I would excuse, I could 
not shadow with some authority from the ancients. 

And one farther note of them let me leave you : : 
tragedies and comedies were not writ then as they are 1 
now, promiscuously, by the same person : but he ! 
who found his genius bending to the one, never 
attempted the other way. This is so plain, that I 
need not instance to you, that Aristophanes, Flautus, 
Terence, neveranyofthem writ a tragedy jjEschylus, 
iEuripides,Sophocles,andSeneca, never meddled with 
comedy: the sock and buskin were not worn by the 
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same poet Having then so much care to excel in 
one kind, very little is to be pardoned them, if th^ 
miscarried in it ; and this would lead me to the con- 
sideration of their wit, had not Crites given me suf- 
ficient warning not to be too bold in my judgment 
of it ; because, the languages being dead, and many 
of the customs and little accidents on which it de- 
pended, lost to us, we are not competent judges of 
it^ But though I grant, that here and there we may 
miss the application of a proverb or a custom, yet a 
thing well said will be wit in all languages ; and 
though it may lose something in the translation, yet 
to him who reads it in the original, 'tis still the same ; 
he has an idea of its excellency, though it catinot 
pass from his mind into any other expi^ession or 
words than those in which he finds it. When 
Phaedria in the *^ Eunuch'' had a command from his 
mistress to be absent two days, and encouraging 
himself to go through with it, said, Tandem ego non 
iUd careamy si sit opus^ vel totum triduum ? Farmeno, 
to mock the softness of his master, lifting up his 
hands and eyes, cries out, as it were in admiration, 
Hui! universum triduum I the elegancy of which 
tmiversum^ though it cannot be rendered in our lan- 
guage, yet leaves an impression on <mr souls. But 
this happens seldom in him; in Plautus oftener, who 
is infinitely too bold in his metaphors and coining 
words, out of which^many times his wit is nothings 
which questionless was one reason why Horace falls 
upon hini so severely in those verses : 

Sed proavi nostri Plautinos et numeros, et 
Latidwoere sales^ nimium patienter utrumgue, 
Ne dkam stolide.* 



* Our author has quoted from memory. The lines are — ^t 
nostri proavi, &c. and afterwards— A^e dicam stulte, mirati^-^ 
MiitoNk. 
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Far Horace himself was cautious to obtrude a new 
word on his readers, and makes custom and com- 
mon use the best measure of receiving it into writ- 
ings: 

Multa renascentur qua nunc [Jam2 cecidere^ cadentque 
QucB nunc sunt in honore voccAulai si votet usus. 
Quern penes arhkrium est, et jus, et norma loquendi. 

The not observing this rule, is that which the 
world has blamed in our satyristi Cleiveland ; to ex- 
press a thing hard and unnaturally, is his new way 
of elocution. It is true, no poet but may sometimes 
use a catachresis; Virgil does it,^-- 

Mistaque ridenti colocasiajundet acaniho, — 

in his eclogue of PoUio; and in his seventh* 
JEueid^ 



. mirantur et unda, 



Mirafur nemus^ insuetumjidgentia longe 
Scuta virumftufoioy pictasque innare carinas. 

And Ovid once so modestly, that he asks leave to 
do it : 

[^quem"] si verho audacia detur^ 
Haud metuam summi dixisse Palatia ccdi> 

calling the court of Jupiter by the name of Au- 
gustus his palace ; though in another place he is 
more bold, where he says, Et longas visent Capitolia 
pompas.f But to do this always, and never be able 



* A mistake for eighth. 

t Thi6 remark is unfounded ; for the words are — et longce in- 
sent Capitolia pompce. Ovid. Met. 1. i. In the preceding quo- 
tation, for >oerbo, w^e should read verbis ; and for metuam sum* 
mi, — timeam magnt.— Malone. 

«3 
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to write a line without it, though it may be ad- 
mired by some few pedants, will not pass upon those 
who know that wit is best conveyed to us in the 
most easy language; and is most to be admired 
wh6n a great thought comes dressed in words so 
commonly received, that it is understood by the 
meanest apprehensions, as the best meat is the most 
easily digested. But we cannot read a verse of 
Cleiveland's without making a face at it, as if 
every word were a pill to swallow: He gives us 
many times a hard nut to break our teeth, without 
a kernel for our pains. So that there is this 
difference betwixt his satires and Doctor Donne's, 
that the one gives us deep thoughts in common lan- 
guage, though rough cadence ; the other gives us 
common thoughts in abstruse words. It is true, in 
some places his wit is independent of his words, as 
in that of the rebel Scot : 

Had Cain been Scot, God would have changed his doom ; 
Not forced him wander, but confined him home.* 

Si sic omnia dixisset! This is wit in all languages : 
it is like mercury, never to be lost or killed :-— and so 
that other, 

For beauty, like white-powder, makes no noise, 
And yet the silent hypocrite destroys. 

You see the last line is highly metaphorical, but 



^ The iHsurrection in Scotland, in Charles I.'s time, inflamed 
Cleiveland as much as the nation. We have often heard of 
poetic fire, but he is the only author who calls for a bucket of 
water to quench it : 

^ Ring the bells backward, I am all on fire ;* 
Not all the buckets in a country quire 
Shall quench my rage-— 
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it is SO soft and gentle, that it does not shock us as 
we read it. 

But, to return from whence I have digressed, to 
the consideration of the ancients' writing, and their 
wit ; of which, by this time, you will grant us in 
some measure to be fit judges. Though I see many 
excellent thoughts in Seneca, yet he,, of them who 
bad a genius most proper for the stage, was Ovid ; 
he had a way of writing so fit to stir up a pleasing 
admiration and concernment, which are the objects 
of a tragedy, and to shew the various movements 
of a soul combating betwixt two difiqrent passions, 
that had be lived in our age, or in his own could 
have writ wit^ our advantages, no man but must 
have yielded to him ; and therefore I am confident 
the ** Medea" is none of his ; for though I esteem it 
for the gravity and sententiousness of it, which he 
himself concludes to be suitable to a tragedy,-— 
Omne genus scripti gravitate Tragcedia vincit,'^yet 
it moves not my soul enough to judge that he, who 
in the epic way wrote things so near the drama as 
the story of Myrrha, of Caupus and Biblis, and the 
rest, should stir up no more concernment where he 
most endeavoured it.* The master-piece of Se- 
neca I hold to be that scene in the " Troades," 
where Ulysses is seeking for Astyanax to kill him : 
there you see the tenderness of a mother, so repre- 
sented in Andromache, that it raises compassion to 
a high degree in the reader, and bears the nearest 
resemblance of any thidg in the tragedies of the 
ancients, to the excellent sqenes of p^sion in 



* Our author (as Dr Johnson h^ observed) *^ might have de- 
termined this question upon surer evidence ; for it [Medea] is 
quoted bj Qumtilian as Seneca's, and the only line which re- 
mains g£ Ovid's play, (for one line is left us), is not found there," 

VOX*. XV. X 
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Shakespeare, or in Fletchen-— For love scenes, yon 
will find few among them ; their tragic poets dealt 
not with that soft passion, but with lust, cruelty, 
revenge, ambition, and those bloody actions they 

Eroduced ; which were more capable of raising 
orror than compassion in an audience: leaving 
love untouched, whose gentleness would have tem- 
pered them, which is the most frequent of all the 
passions, and which, being the private concern- 
ment of every person, is soothed by viewing its 
own image in a public entertainment. 

Among their comedies, we find a scene or two of 
tenderness, and that where you would least expect 
it, in Plautus ; but to speak generally, their lovers 
say little, when they see each other, but amma mea^ 
vita mea; tja^ Ka) 4'^9 ^^ the women in Juvenal's 
time used to cry out in the fury of their kindness. 
Any sudden gust of passion (as an ecstasy of love in 
an unexpected meeting) cannot better be expressed 
than in a word, and a sigh, breaking one another. 
Nature is dumb on such occasions ; and to make her 
speak, would be to represent her unlike hersdf. 
But there are a thousand other concernments of 
lovers, as jealousies, complaints, contrivances, and 
the like, where not to open their minds at large to 
each other, were to be wanting to their own love, 
and to the expectation of the audience ; who watch 
the movements of their minds, as much as the 
changes of their fortunes. For the imagining of the 
first is properly the work of a poet ; the latter he 
borrows from the historian. 

Eugenius was proceeding in that part of his dis- 
course, when Crites interrupted him. I see, said he, 
Eugenius and I are never like to have this question 
decided betwixt. us ; for he maintains, the moderns 
have acquired a new perfection in writing, I can 
only grant they have altered the mode of it. Homer 
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described his heroes men of great appetites, lovers 
of beef broiled upon the coals, and good fellows ; 
contrary to the practice of the French romances, 
whose heroes neither eat, nor drink, nor sleep, for 
love. Virgil makes Mneas a bold avower of his 
own virtues : 

Sum pius JEneasJam^ super cBthera notus ; 

which, in the civility of our poets, is the character 
of a fanfaron, or Hector : for with us the knight 
takes occasion to walk out, or sleep, to avoid the 
vanity of telling his own story, which the trusty 
squire is ever to perform for him. So in their love 
scenes, of which Eugenius spoke last, the ancients 
were mcn-e hearty, we more talkative ; they writ \ 
love as it was then the mode to make it ; and I will 1 
grant this much to Eugenius, that perhaps one of 

their poets, had he lived in our age, 

» 
Si foret hoc nostrum fato delapsus in avum^ 

as Horace says of Lucilius, he had altered many 
things i not that they were not natural before, but f 
that he might accommodate himself to thjs age in; 
which he lived. Yet in the mean time we are not 
to conclude any thing rashly against those great 
men, but preserve to them the dignity of masters^ 
and give that honour to their xnemones^^^tiost 
Libitina ^flcrwiV,f— part of which we expect may 
be paid to us in future times. 

This moderation of Crites, as it was pleasing to 
all the company, so it put an eqd to that dispute ; 
which Eugenius, who seemed to have the better of 
the argument, would urge no farther. But Lisideius, > 
after he had acknowledged himself of Eugenius hjs 
opinion confcerning the ancients, yet told him, he \ 
had forborne, till his discourse were ended, to ask \ 
him, why he preferred the English plays above 1 
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, those of other nations ? and whether we ought not 
I to submit our stage to the exactness of our next 
\ neighbours ? 

i Though, said £ugenius> I am at all times ready to 
! defend the honour of my country against the French, 
and to maintain, we are as well able to vanquish 
them with our pens, as our ancestors have been 
j with their swords ; yet, if you please, added he, 
I looking upon Neander, I will commit this cause to 
i my friend's management ; his opinion of our plays 
is the same with mine : and besides, there is no rea- 
son that Crites and I, who have now left the stage, 
should re-enter so suddenly upon it; which is 
against the laws of comedy. r . 

If the question had been stated, replied Lisideius, 
who had writ best, the French or English, forty 
-years ago, I should have been of your opinion, and 
/ adjudged the honour to our own nation ; but since 
that time, (said he, turning towards Neander), we 
have been so long together bad Englishmen, that 
we had not leisure to be good poets. Beaumont, 
Fletcher, and Jonson, (who were only capable of 
bringing us to that degree of perfection which we 
have), were just then leaving the world j as if, in an 
age of so much horror, wit, and those milder studies 
of humanity, they had no farther business among us. 
But the muses, who ever follow peace, went to 
plant in another country: it was then that the great 
Cardinal of Richelieu began to take them into his 
protection ; and that, by his encouragement. Cor- 
neille, and some other Frenchmen, reformed their 
theatre, which before was as much below ours, as 
it now surpasses it and the rest of Europe. But be- 
cause Crites, in his discourse for the ancients, has 
prevented me, by observing many ruleii of the stage 
which the moderns have borrowed from them, I 
shall only, in short, demand of you^ whether you 
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are not convinced, that of all nations the French | 
have best observed them ? In the unity of time you ! 
find thenvso scrupulous, that it yet remains a dis- \ 
pute among their poets, whether the artificial day of 
twelve hours, more or less, be not meant by Aristo- 
tle, rather than the natural one of twenty-four ; and 
consequently, whether all plays ought not to be re- 
duced into that compass. This I can testify, that in 
all their dramas writ within these last twenty years 
and upwards, I have not observed any that have ex- 
tended the time to thirty hours. In the unity of 
place they are full as scrupulous ; for many of tneir 
critics limit it to that very spot of ground where 
the play is supposed to begin ; none of them exceed 
the compass of the same town or city. 

The unity of action in all their plaj^is yet more 
conspicuous ; for they do not burden tEem with un- 
der-plots, as the English do : which is the reason 
why many scenes of our tragi-comedies carry on a 
design that is nothing of kin to the main plot ; and 
that we see two distinct wdbs in a play, like those in 
ill-wrought stuffs; and two actions, that is, two 
plays, carried on together, to the confounding of the 
audience ; who, before they are warm in their con- 
cernments for one part, are diverted to another; and 
by that means espouse the interest of neither. From 
hence likewise it arises, that the one-half of our ac- 
tors are not known to the other. They keep their 
distances, as if they were Montagues and Capulets, 
and seldom begin an acquaintance till the last scene 
of the fifth act, when they are all to meet upon the 
stage. There is no theatre in the world has any 
thing so absurd as the English tragi-comedy ; it is a 
drama of our own invention, and the fashion of it 
is enough to proclaim it so ;"here a course of mirth, 
there another of sadness and passion, and a third of 
honour and a duel : thus, in two hours and a half, 
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we run through all the fits of Bedlam. The French 
affords you as much variety on the same day, but 
they do it not so unseasonably, or maid propose as 
we : our poets present you the play and the farce 
together ; and our stages still retain somewhat of 
the original civility of the Red Bull : * 

Atque urtum etpugUes media inter carmina po9curd. 

The end of tragedies or serious plays, says Aris- 
totle, is to beget admiration, compassion, or con- 
cernment ; but are not mirth and compassion things 
incompatible ? and is it not evident, that the poet 
must of necessity destroy the former by interming- 
ling of the latter? that is, he must ruin the sole end 
and object of his tragedy, to introduce somewhat 
that is forced into it, and is not of the body of it« 
Would you not think that physician mad, who, 
having prescribed a purge^ should immediately order 
vou to take restringents? 

Bat to leave our plays, and return to theirs. I 
have noted one great advantage they have had in 
the plotting of their tragedies ; that is, they are al- 
ways grounded Upon some known history: accord* 
ing to that of Horace, JEiV notojictim carmen seqnar; 
and in that they have so imitated the ancients, that 
they have surpassed them. For the ancients, as was 
observed before, took for the foundation of their 
plays some poetical fiction, such as under that con- 
sideration could move but little concernment in the 
audience, because they already knew the event of 
it. But the French goes farther : 

Ai^ ita meniitUTy sic verts Jalsa remisci^^ 
Primo ne medium, medio ne di$crepet imum* 



* One of the old theatres, and of the lowest order among them. 
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He SO iQterweaves truth with probable fiction, that 
he puts a pleasing fallacy upon us, mends the in- 
trigues of fate, and dispenses with the severity of his- 
tory, to reward that virtue which has been rendered 
to us there unfortunate. Sometimes the story has 
left the success so doubtful, that the writer is free, 
by the privilege of a poet, to take that which of 
two or more relations will best suit with his design ; 
as for example, in the death of Cyrus, whom Justin 
and some others report to have perished in the Scy- 
thian war, but Xenophon affirms to have died in his 
bed of extreme old age. Nay more, when the event 
is past dispute, even then we are willing to be de- 
ceived, and the poet, if be contrives it with appear- 
ance of truth, has all the audience of his party ; at 
least during the time his play is acting : so natural- 
ly we are kind to virtue, when our own interest is 
not in question, that we take it up as the general 
concernment of mankind. On the other side, if , 
you consider the historical plays of Shakespeare, they 
are rather so many chronicles of kings, or the* busi- 
ness many times oif thirty or forty years, cramped \ 
into a representation of two hours and a-half ; which ( 
is not to imitate or paint nature, but rather to draw \ 
her in miniature, to take her in little ; to look upon ( 
her through the wrong end of a perspective, and re- / 
ceive her images not only much less, but infinitely j 
more imperfect than the life : this, instead of mak- i 
ing a play delightful, renders it ridiculous : 

Quodcunque ostendis mihi sic, incredulus odu 

For the spirit of man cannot be satisfied but with 
truth, or at least verisimility ; and a poem is to con- 
tain, if not ra irvfitUj yet irufuoiatv opoia, as one of the 
Greek poets has expressed it. 

Another thing in which the French differ from \ 
us and from the Spaniards, is, that they do not em- 1 
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I barrass, or cumber themselves with too much plot t 
they only represent so much of a story as will con- 
stitute one whole and great action sufficient for a 
play : we, who undertake more, do but multiply 
adventures ; which, not being produced from one 
another, as effects from causes, but barely following, . 
constitute many actions in the drama, and conse« 
quently make it manv plays. 

But by pursuing closely one argument, which is 
not cloyed with many turns, the French have 

i gained more liberty for verse, in which they write t 
they have leisure to dwell on a subject which de- 
serves it ; and to represent the passions, (which we 
have acknowledged to be the poet^s work), without 
being hurried from one thing to another, as we are 

I in the plays of Calderon, which we have seen lately 
upon our theatres, under the name of Spanish plots. 

/ I have taken notice but of one tragedy of ours, 

/ whose plot has that uniformity and unity of design 
in it, which I have commended in the French ; and 
that is "RoUo,*** or rather, under the name of RoUo, 



* Although a zealous admirer of the author, I am at a loss to 
see much merit in the plot of ** The Bloody Brother, or Roll©** 
of Fletcher. The hero is a Duke of Normandj, who first kills 
his brother in his mother'9 arms ; then has his chancellor chop- 
ped to pieces, and thrown to the dogs ; beheads his tutor, kills 
an officer of his guards for burying the reliques of his chancellor, 
and finally is stabbed by the captain of his guards, and succeed- 
ed in his dukedom by his cousin ; a person of no note through 
the play, but who, being left aliTe when every other person is 
killed, IS raised to the throne as a matter of necessity. This is 
the history of Geta and Caracalla, and a very disagreeable one 
it is, but certainly not the plot of a play. As for the farce 
mingled with it, there are three state criminals led to be hanged, 
who join in the old catch, 

And three merry boys, 
And three merry boys, 

And three merry boys are we, 
As ever did sing 
Three parts in a string, 
- All under the triple tree. 
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the story of Bassianus and Geta in Herodian : there 
indeed the plot is neither large nor intricate, but 
just enough to fill the minds of the audience, not 
to cloy them. Besides, you see it founded upon 
the truth of history, — only the time of the action is 
not reducible to the strictness of the rules ; and 
you see in some places a little farce mingled, which 
is below the dignity of the other parts : and in this 
all our poets are extremely peccant ; even Ben Jon-* 
son himself, in " Sejanus'" and " Catiline,'* has given 
us this olio of a play, this unnatural mixture of co- 
medy and tragedy, which to me sounds just as ridi- 
culously as the history of David with the merry hu- 
mours of Goliah. In " Sejanus** you may take notice 
of the scene betwixt Livia and the physician, which 
is a pleasant satire upon the artificial helps of beauty : 
in " CatilinQ**you may see the parliament of women; 
the little envies of them to one another ; and all that 
passes betwixt Curio and Fulvia: scenes admirable 
in their kind, but of an ill mingle with the rest. 

But I return again to the French writers, who, 
as I have said, do not burden themselves too much 
with plot, which has been reproached to them by 
an ingenious person of our nation * as a fault ; for 



* I thought I had discovered this ingenious person to be the 
honourable Edward Howard, author of the ** British Princes/' 
who, in the preface to the " Woman's Conquest," has this pas- 
sage : ** And here I cannot chuse but reflect on our mean imi- 
tation of French plays, by introducing of servants and waiting- 
women to have parts, without being essential characters ; an er- 
ror well avoided by our former writers, who never admitted any 
otherwise than as messengers and attendants, except on the ac- 
count of being characters, as is to be seen by Numphs in '^ Bar- 
tholomew Fair," and Face in the *' Alchymist ;" the latter of 
which (notwithstanding what can be objected against him) may 
deservedly be granted one of the best parts on our English 
stage." But uie passage does . not quite correspond with the 
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he says, they commonly make but one person con* 
siderable in a play ; they dwell on him, and his con- 
cernments, while the rest of the persons are only 
subservient to set him off. If he intends this by 
it,— -that there is one person in the play who is of 
greater dignity than the rest, he must tax, not only 
theirs, but those of the ancients, and, which he would 
be loth to do, the best of ours ; for it is impossible 
but that one person must be more conspicuous in 
it than any other, and consequently the greatest 
share in the action must devolve on him. We see 
it so in the management of all affairs : even in the 
most equal aristocracy, the balance cannot be so 
justly poised, but some one will be superior to the 
rest, either in parts, fortune, interest, or the consi- , 
deration of some glorious exploit ; which will re- 
duce the greatest part of business into. his hands. 

But, if he would have us to imagine, that in ex- 
alting one character the rest of them are neglected, 
and that all of them have not some share or other 
. in the action of the play, I desire him to produce 
any of Corneille's tragedies, wherein every persoii 
(like so many servants in a well-governed family) 
has not some employment, and who is not necessary 
to the carrying on of the plot, or at least to your 
understanding it. 

There are indeed some protatic persons in the 
ancients, whom they make use of in their plays, 
either to hear, or give the relation : but the French 
avoid this with great address, making their narra* 
tions only to, or by such, who are some way inter- 
ested in the main design. And now I am speaking 



sentiment in the text ; besides, the " Woman's Conquest" did 
not appear till 1670-1, two years afler the Essay. The preface 
contUDS some oblique attacks upon Dryden. 
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of relations, I cannot take a fitter opportunity to add 
this in favour of the French, that they often use 
them with better judgment and more d propos than 
the English do. Not that I commend narrations 
in general, — but there are two sorts of them j one, of 
those things which are antecedent to the play, and 
are related to make the conduct of it more clear to 
us ; but it is a fault to chuse such subjects for the 
stage as will force us on That rock, because we see 
they are seldom listened to by the audience, and 
that is many times the ruin of the play ; for, being 
once let pass without attention, the audience can 
never recover themselves to understand the plot ; 
and indeed it is somewhat unreasonable, that they 
should be put to so much trouble, as, that to com- 
prehend what passes in their sight, they must have 
recourse to what was done, perhaps, ten or twenty 
years ago* 

But there is another sort of relations, that is, of > 
things happening in the action of the play, and sup* 
posed to be done behind the scenes ; and this is 
many times both convenient and beautiful : for, 
by it the French avoid the tumult to which we are 
subject in England, by representing duels, battles, 
and the like ; which renders our stage too like the 
theatres where they fight prizes. For what is more 
ridiculous than to represent an army with a drum 
and five men behind it ; all which, the hero of the 
other side is to drive in before him ? or to see a duel 
fought, and one slain with two or three thrusts of 
the foils, which we know are so blunted, that we 
might give a man an hour to kill another in good 
earnest with them ? 

I have observed, that in all our tragedies the 
audience cannot forbear laughing when the actors 
are to die ; it is the most comic part of the whole 
play. All passions may be lively represented on 
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the stage, if to the well-writing of them the actor 
supplies a good commanded voice, and limbs that 
T move easily, and without stiffness ; but there are 
f many actions which can never be imitated to a 
"^ just height : dying especially is a thing which none 
but a Roman gladiator could naturally perform on 
the stage, when he did not imitate, or represent, 
but dtr it ; and therefore it is better to omit the re- 
presentation of it. 

The words of a good writer, which describe it live- 
ly, will make a deeper impression of belief in us, 
than all the actor can insinuate into us, when he 
seema to fall dead before us ; as a poet in the de- 
scription of a beautiful garden, or a meadow, will 
please our imagination more than the place itself 
can please our sight. When we see death repre- 
sented, we are convinced it is but fiction ; but when 
we hear it related, our eyes (the strongest witnesses) 
are wanting, which might have undeceived us ; and 
we are all willing to favour the slight when the 
poet does not too grosslyimpose on us. They, there- 
fore, who imargine these relations would make no 
concernment in the audience, are deceived, by con- 
founding them with the other, which are of things 
antecedent to the play : those are made often in 
cold blood, as I may say, to the audience ; but these 
are warmed with our concernments, which were be- 
fore awakened in the play. What the philosophers 
say of motion, that, when it is once begun, it con- 
tinues of itself, and will do so to eternity, without 
some stop put to it, is clearly true on this occasion : 
the soul, being already moved with the characters 
and fortunes of those imaginary persons, continues 
going of its own accord j and we are no more weary 
to hear what becomes of them when they are not 
on the stage, than we are to listen to the news of 
an absent mistress. But it is objected, that if one 
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part of the play may be related, then why not all? 
I answer, some parts of the action are more^to 
be represented, some to be related. Corneille says 
judiciously, that the poet is not. obliged to expose 
to view ail particular actions^ which conduce to the 
principal: he ought to select such of them to be 
seen, which will appear with the greatest beauty, 
either by the magnificence of the show, or the ve- 
hemence of passions which they produce, or sooie 
other charm which they have in them, and let the 
rest arrive to the audience by narration. It is a great 
mistake in us to believe the French present no part 
of the action on the stage : every alteration or cross- 
ing of a design, every new-spruDg passion, and turn 
of it, is a part of the action, and much the noblest, 
except we conceive nothing to be action till the 
players come to blows ; as if the painting of the 
hero's mind were not more properly the poet's work, 
than the strength of his body. Nor does this any 
thing contradict the opinion of Horace, where he 
tells us, 

Segnius irritant animos demissaper aurem, 
Quam qtuB sunt oculis subjeda jtdelihus. 

For he says immediately after, 



• Non tamen intus 



Digna geri promes i^ scenam ; multaq ; tcUes 
Ex ocuTis^ qu(B mox narret Jacundia prasens. 

Among which many he recounts some : 

Nee pueros coram populo Medea trucidet, 

Aut in avem Progne mutetur, Cadmus in anguem, &c. 

That is, those actions which by reason of their cru- 
elty will cause aversion in us, or by reason of their 
impossibility, unbelief, ought either wholly to be 
avoided by a poet, or only delivered by narration. To 
which we may have leave to add such as, to avoid 
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tumolt, (as wa8 before hinted), or to reduce the plot 
into a more reasonable compass of time, or for defect 
of beauty in them, are rather to be related than pre-* 
sented to the eye. Examples of all these kinds are 
frequent, not only among all the ancients, but in 
the best received of our English poets. We find 
Ben Jonson using them in his ** Magnetic Lady," 
^here one comes out from dinner, and relates the 
quarrels and disorders of it to save the indecent ap- 
pearance of them on the stage, and to abbreviate 
the story : and this in express imitation of Terence, 
who had done the same before him in his ** Eunuch,'' 
where Pythias makes the like relation of what had 
happened within at the Soldier's entertainment. The 
relations, likewise, of Sejanus's death, and the pro- 
digies before it, are remarkable ; the one of which 
was hid from sight to avoid the horror and tumult 
of the representation ; the other, to shun the intro- 
ducing of things impossible to be believed. In that 
excellent play, ♦* The King and no King," Fletcher 
goes yet farther ; for the whole unravelling of the 
plot is done by narration in the fiflh act, after the 
manner of the ancients ; and it moves great concern- 
ment in the audience, though it be only a relation 
of what was done many years before tne play. I 
could multiply other instances, but these are suffi- 
cient to prove, that there is no error in chusing a 
subject which requires this sort of narrations ; in the 
ill management of them, there may. 

But I find I have been too long in this discourse, 
since the French have many other excellencies not 
common to us ; as that you never see any of their 
plays end with a conversion, or simple change of 
will, which is the ordinary way which our poets use 
to end theirs. It shews little art in the conclusion 
of a dramatic poem, when they who have hindered 
the felicity during the four acts, desist from it in 
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the fifth, without some powerful cause to take them 
off their design ; and though I deny not but such 
reasons may be found, yet it is a path that is cau« 
tiously to be trod, and the poet is to be sure he 
convinces the audience, that the motive is strong 
enough.* As, for example, the conversion of the 
tJsurer in ^* The Scornful Lady,'' seems to me a little 
forced ; for, being an usurer, which implies a lover 
of money to the highest degree of covetousness, 
(and suchtbepoet has represented him), the account 
he gives for the sudden change is, that he has been 
duped by the wild young fellow ; which in reason 
might render him more wary another time, and make 
him punish himself with harder fare and coarser 
clothes to get up again what he had lost : but that 
he should look on it as a judgment, and so repent, 
we may expect to hear in a sermon, but I should 
never endure it in a play. 

I pass by this ; neither will I insist on the care i 
thev take, that no person after his first entrance | 
shall ever appear, but the business which brings him * 
upon the stage shall be evident ; which rule, if ob- 
served, must needs render all the events in the play 
more natural ; for there you see the probability of 
every accident, in the cause that produced it ; and 
that which appears chance in the play, will seem so 
reasonable to you, that you will there find it almost 
necessary : so that in the exit of *the actor you have 
a clear account of his purpose and design in the 
next entrance; (though, if the scene be well wrought, 
the event will commonly deceive you) ; for there is 
nothing so absurd, says Corneille, as for an actor to 
leave the stage, only because he has no more to 
say. 



• Our author's last plaj o£** Love Triumphant" is winded up in 
the last act by the mere change of will on the part of Veramond. 
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I should now speak of the beauty of their rhyme, 
and the just reason I have to prefer that way of 
writing in tragedies before ours in blank verse ; but 
because it is partly received by us, and therefore 
not altogether peculiar to them, I will say no more 
of it in relation to their plays. For our own, I 
doubt not but it will exceedingly beautify them ; 
and I can see but one reason why it should not ge- 
nerally obtain, that is, because our poets write so ill 
in it. This indeed may prove a more prevailing ar- 
gument than all others which are used to destroy it, 
and therefore I am only troubled when great and 
judicious poets, and those who are acknowledged 
such, have writ or spoke against it : as for others, 
they are to be answered by that one sentence of an 
ancient author :* Sed utprimo ad consequendos eos 
quos pr lores ducimus, accendimur^ ita td)i autprce- 
teriri, autcequari eos posse desperavimus, shuUum cum 
spe senescit: quod, scilicet, assequi nonpotest, sequi 
desinit ;"^pr(Bteritoqtie eo in quo eminere nonpos- 
sumus, aliquid in quo nitamur, conquirimus. 

Lisideius concluded in this manner ; and Nean- 
der, after a little pause, thus answered him : 

I shall grant Lisideius, without much dispute, a 

great part of what he has urged against us ; for I 

acknowledge, that the French contrive their plots 

i more regularly, and observe the laws of comedy, 

' and decorum of the stage, (to speak generally), with 

i more exactness than the English. Farther, I deny 

! not but he has taxed us justly in some irregularities 

: of ours, which he has mentioned; yet, after all, I am 

of opinion, that neither our faults, nor their virtues, 

; are considerable enough to place them above us. 



♦ Velleius PsHerculus, I. 17. 
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For the lively imitation of nature being in the ] 
definition of a play, those which best fulfil that law, I 
ought to be esteemed superior to the others. 'Tis^ 
true, those beauties of the French poesy are such as 
will raise perfection higher where it is, but are not 
sufficient to give it where it is not : they are indeed 
the beauties of a statue, but not of a man, because 
not animated with the soul of poesy, which is imi- 
tation of humour and passions : and this Lisideius 
himself, or any other, however biassed to their par- 
ty, cannot but acknowledge, if he will either com- 
pare the humours of our comedies, or the characters 
of our serious plays, with theirs. He who will look 
upon theirs which have been written till these last 
ten years, or thereabouts, will find it an hard matter 
to pick out two or three passable humours amongst 
them. Corneille himself, their arch^oet, what has 
he produced except " The Liar ?'* and you know 
how it was cried up in France ; but when it came 
upon the English stage, though well translated, 
and that part of Dorant acted * to so much advan- 
tage as I am confident it never received in its own 
country, the most favourable to it would not put it 
in competition with many of Fletcher's or Ben Jon- 
son's. In the rest of Corneille's comedies you have 
little humour ; he tells you himself, his way is, first 
to show two lovers in good intelligence with each 
other J in the working up of the play, to embroil 
them by some mistake, and in the latter end to 
clear it, and reconcile them. 

But of late years Molliere, the younger Corneille, \ 
Quinault, and some others, have been imitating afar \v 



* Here the first edition has^ " by Mr Hart." This play was 
first acted in I66ly undef the titje of '< The Liar," and revived 
in 1685, under that of <« The Mistaken Beauty." 

VOL. XV, Y 
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(off the quick turns and graces of the English stage. 
They have mixed their serious plays with mirth, 
like our tragi-comedies, since the death of Cardinal 
Richelieu/ which Lisideius, and many others, not 
observing, have commended that in them for a vir. 
tue, which they themselves no longer practise. Most 
of their new plays are, like some of ours, derived 
from the Spanish novels. There is scarce one of 
them without a veil, and a trusty Diego, who drolls 
muchafter the rate of the ** Adventures.*'t But their 
humours, if I may grace them with that name,* are 
so thin sown, that never above one of them comes 
up in any play. I dare take upon me to find more 
variety of them in some one play of Ben Jonson% 
than in all theirs together : as he who has seen the 
« Alchemist," " The Silent Woman," pr " Bartho- 
lomew Fair," cannot but acknowledge with me. 

I grant the French have performed what was pos« 
sible on the ground- work or the Spanish plays; what 
was pleasant before, they have made regular : but 
there is not above one good play' to be writ on all 
those plots ; they are too much alike to please often, 
which we need not the experience of our own stage 
to justify. As for their new way of mingling mirth 
with serious plot, I do not, with Lisideius, con- 
demn the thing, though I cannot approve their man* 
ner of doing it. He tells us, we cannot so speedily 



* In 1642. 

f ^* The Adventures df five Hours," is a comedy imitated, 
from the Spanish of Calderon, by Sir Samuel Tuke, with some 
assistance from the Earlx)f Bristol. It was acted at court 166S, 
and received great applause. Cowley writes a laudatory poem, 
for which in the " Session of Poets" he is censured by Apollo; 
Diego is described, in the characters of the dranlatis personam, 
^ ** servant to Octavio, bred a scholar, a great coward, and a 
pleasant droll." It would seem from tbe.prefacei that this mode 
of affixing characters to the dramatis persona was then a novelty. 
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recollect ourselves after a scene of great passion and 
concernment, as to pass to another of mirth and 
humour, and to enjoy it with any relish : but why 
shT)uld be imagine the soul of man more heavy than 
his senses ? Does not the eye pass from an unplea- 
sant object to a pleasant, in a much shorter time than 
is required to this ? and does not the unpleasant- 
ness of the first commend the beauty of the latter? 
The old rule of logic might have convinced him, 
that contraries, when placed near, set off each other. 
A continued gravity keeps the spirit too much bent; | 
we must refresh it sometimes, as we bait in a jour- \ 
ney, that we may go on with greater ease. A scene ' 
of mirth, mixed with tragedy, has the same effect 
upon us which our music has betwixt the acts; 
which we find a relief to us from the best plots and 
language of the stage, if the discourses have been 
long. I must therefore have stronger argument?, 
ere I am convinced that compassion and mirth in 
the same subject destroy each other; and in the 
mean time, cannot but conclude, to the honour of 
our nation, that we have invented, increased, and 
perfected, a more pleasant way of writing for the 
stage, than was ever known to the ancients or mo- 
derns of any nation, which is tragi-comedy. 

And this leads me to wonder why Lisideius and 
many others should cry up the barrenness of the 
French plots, above the variety and copiousness of 
the English. Their plots are single, they carry on ( 
one design, which is pushed forward by all the ac- 
tors, every scene in the play contributing and mov- 
ing towards it. Our plays, besides the main design, 
have under-plots, or by-concernments, of less con- 
siderable persons and intrigues, which are carried 
on with the motion of the main plot : as they say 
the orb of the fixed stars, and those of the planet!^ 
though they have motions of their owii, are whirled 
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about by the motion of the primum mobile in which 
they are contained* That similitude expresses much 
of the English stage } for if contrary motions may 
be found in nature to agree ; if a planet can go east 
and west at the same time ;— one way by virtue of 
bis own motion, the other by the force of the first 
mover ; — ^it will not be difficult to imagine how the 
under-plot, which is only different, not contrary to 
the great design, may naturally be conducted along 
with it. 

Eugenius has already shewn us, from the confes- 
sion of the French poets, that the unity of action is 
- sufficiently preserved, if all the imperfect actions of 
the play are conducting to the main design; but 
when those petty intrigues of a play are so ill order- 
ed that they have no coherence with the other, I 
must grant that Lisideius has reason to tax that 
want of due connexion ; for co-ordination in a play 
is as dangerous and unnatural as in a state. In the 
mean time he must acknowledge, our variety, if 
well ordered, will afford a greater pleasure to the 
audience. 

As for his other argument, that by pursuing one 
single theme, they gain an advantage to express and 
work up the passions, I wish any example he could 
bring from them would make it good ; for I confess 
theirversesaretomethecoldestlhaveever read. Nei- 
ther, indeed, is it possible for them, in the way they 
take, so to express passion, as that the effects of it 
I should appear in the concernment of an audience, 
\ their speeches being so many declamations, which 
jtire us with the length ; so that, instead of persuad- 
ing us to grieve for their imaginary heroes, we are 
concerned for our own trouble, as we are in tedious 
visits of bad company ; we are in pain till they are 
gone. When the French stage came to be reform- 
ed by Cardinal Richplieu, those long harangues were 



Digitized by 



Google 



AN ESSAY Of DRAMATIC POESY. S41 

introduced, to comply with the gravity of a churchy - 
man.Lookuponthe"Cinna'*andthe"Pompey;'*they 
are not so properly to be called plays, as long dis« 
courses of reasons of state j and " Polieucte'' in mat* 
ters of religion is as solemn as the long stops upon 
our organs. Since that time it is grown into a cus- 
tom, and their actors speak by the hour-glass, like 
our parsons ; * nay, they account it the grace of 
their parts, and think themselves disparaged by the 
poet^ if they may not twice or thrice in a play en- 
tertain the audience with a speech of an hundred 
lines. I deny not but this may suit well enough 
with the French ; for as we, who are a more suUeiiX 
people, come to be diverted at our plays, so they, I {| 
who are of an airy and gay temper, come thither to / 
make themselves more serious : and this I conceive | 
to be one reason, why comedies are more pleasing 
to us, and tragedies to them. But to speak gener- . 
ally : It cannot be denied, that short speeches and 
replies are more apt to move the passions, and be* 
get concernment in us, than the other ; for it is un- 
natural for any one, in a gust of passion, to speak 
long together } or for another, in the same condi- 
tion, to suffer him without interruption. Grief and 
passion are like floods raised in little brooks by a * 
sudden rain ; they are quickly up, and if the con* 
cernment be poured unexpectedly in upon us, it 
overflows us : But a long sober shower gives them 
leisure to run out as they came in, without troub- 
ling the ordinary current. As for comedy, repar- 
tee is one of its chiefest graces; the greatest plea- 



* The custom of placing an hour-glass before the clergyman 
was then common in England. It is still the furniture of a coun- 
try pulpit in Scotland^ A facetious preacher used to press his 
audience to fake another glass voith him. 
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I sure of the audience is a chase of wit, kept up on 
I both aides, and swiftly managed* And this our 
; forefathers, if not we, have had in Fletcher's plays, 
to a much higher degree of perfection, than the 
. French poets can reasonably hope to reach. 

There is another part of Liaideius's discourse, io 
'which he has rather excused our neighbours, than 
commended them ; that is, for aiming only to make 
one person considerable in their plays. * It is very 
true what he has urged, that one character in all 
plays, even without the poet's care, will have ad- 
vantage of all the others ; and that the design of 
(the whole drama will chiefly depend on it. But 
this hinders not that there may be more shining 
characters in the play : many persons of a second 
magnitude, nay, some so very near, so almost equal 
to the first, that greatness may be opposed to great- 
ness, and all the persons be made considerable, not 
only by their quality, but their action. It is evi- 
dent, that the more the persons are, the greater will 
be the variety of the plot If then the parts are 
managed so regularly, that the beauty of the wh<Je 
be kept entire, and that the variety become not a 
perplexed and confused mass of accidents, you will 
find it infinitely pleasing to be led in a labyrinth of 
design, wheve you see some of your way before 
you, yet discern not the end till you arrive at it* 
And that all this is practicable, J can produce for ex- 
amples many of our English plays ; as <*The Maid's 
Tragedy," «TheAlchemist,"«TheSilent Woman:" 
I was going to have named " The Fox," but that the 
unity of design seems not exactly observed in it ; 
for there appear two actions in the play ; the first na- 
turally ending with the fourth act, the second forc- 
ed from it in the fifth : which yet is the less to be 
condemned in him, because the disguise of Volpone, 
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though it suited not witib his character as a crafty 
or covetous person, agreed well enough with that 
of a voluptuary ; * and by it the poet gained the 
end at which he aimed, the punishment of vice, 
and the reward of virtue, both which that disguise 
produeed« So that to judge equally of it, it was an 
excellent fifth act, but not so naturally proceeding 
from the former. 

But to leave this, and pass to the latter part 
of Lisideius's discourse, which concerns relations, I 
must acknowledge with him^ that the French have 
reason to hide t^t part of the action which would 
occasion too much tumult on the stage, and to I 
chuse rather to have it made known by narration 
to the audience. Farther, I think it very conve« t 
nient, for the reasons he has given, that all incre* 
dible actions were removed ; but, whether custom 
has so insanuated itself into our countrymen, or na- 
ture has so formed them to fierceness, I know not } 
but they will scarcely ^ifier combats and other ob« J 
jects of horror to be taken from them. And indeed, | 
the indecency of tumults is all which can be object^! 
ed against fighting : fcur #hy may not our imagi* 
nation as well suffer itself to be deluded with the 
probability of it, as with any other thing in the 
play ? For my part, I can with as great ease per- 
suade myself that the blows are given in good ear- 
nest^ as I can, that they who strike them are kings 
or princes, or those persons which they represent* 
For objects of incredibility, — I would be satisfied 
from Lisideius, whether we have any so removed 
from all appearance of truth, as are those of Cor- 
neille's " Andromede ;" a play which has been fre- 



* Most modern readers revolt at the incident, as a monstrous 
improbability. 
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quented the most of any he has writ. If the Per^ 
sens, or the son of an heathen god, the Pegasus, and 

t the Monster, were not capable to choke a strong 
belief, let him blame any representation of ours 
hereafter. Those indeed were objects of delight, 
yet the reason is the same as to the probability ; 
for he makes it not a ballet, or masque, but a play, 
which is to resemble truth. But for death, that it 
ought not to be represented, I have, besid&s the ar- 
guments alleged Inr Lisideius, the authority of Ben 
Jonson, who has forborne it in his tragedies : for 
both the death of Sejanus and Catiline are related ; 
though, in the latter, I cannot but observe one ir- 
regularity of that great poet ; he has removed the 
scene in the sameact, from Rome to Catiline's army, 
and from- thence again to RoiQe; and besides, has 
allowed a very considerable time after Catiline's 
speech, for the striking of the battle, and the re- 
turn of Petreius, who is to relate th« event of it to 

' the senate ; which I should not animadvert on him, 
who was otherwise a painful observer of ro xgerop^ 
or the decorum of the stage, if he had not used ex- 
treme severity in his judgment on the incmnparable 

\ Shakespeare for the same fault.* To concluSeon 



* The insolence with which the dry and dogged Jonson used 
to carp at Shakespeare, is highly illustrative of that jealousy 
with which he is taxed by Drummond of Hawthornden. The 
most memorable attack on Shakespeare, on the score mentioned 
in the text, is the prologue to *' Every Man in his Humour/* 

HiODgh need make many poets, and some such 
As art and nature have not bettered much ; 
Yet ours, for want, hath not so loved the stage, 
As he dare serve the ill customs of the age, 
Or purchase your deh'ght at such a rate, 
As, for it, he himself must justly hate : 
To make a child new swaddled, to proceed 
Man, and then shoot up in one beard and weed, 
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this subject of relations, if we are to be blamed for ! 
shewing too much of the action, the French are as \ 
faulty for discovering too little of it ; a mean \ 
betwixt both should be observed by every judicious 
writer, so.as the audience may neither be left un- , 
satisfied by not seeing what is beautiful, or shocked 
by beholding what is either ipcredible or indecent* i 

I hope I have already proved in this discourse, i^ 
that though we are not altogether so punctual as the 
French, in observing the laws of comedy, yet our 1 
errors are so few, and little, and those things where- / 
in we excel them so considerable, that we ought of ^ 



Fast threcKore yean; or with three rusty swords, 
And help of some few foot, and half-foot words, 
Fig^t 4yrer York and Lancaster's long jars. 
And in the tyring-house bring wounds to scars. 
He rather prays, you will be pleased to see 
One such to-day, as other plays should be ; 
Where neither chorus wafts you o*er the seas, 
Nor creaking throne comes down, the boys to please, 
• Nor nimble squib is seen, to make afeard 
The gentlewpmen ; nor rolled bullet heard 
To say, it thunders ; nor tempestuous drum 
Rumbles, to tell you when the storm doth come ; 
But deeds, and language, such as men do use^ 
And persons, such as comedy would chuse, 
^ When she would shew an image of the times. 

And sport with human follies, not vrith crimes ; 
Except we make them such, by loving still 
•Our popular errors, as you*l] all confess. 
By laughing at them, they deserve no less : 
Which when you heartily do, there's hope left, then 
You, that have so graced monsters, may like men. 

In << Every Man Out of his Humour/' the same sneer is di- 
rected against the same quarter : 

*^ Mit» He cannot alter the scene without crossing the seas. 

** Cor. He need not| having a whole island to run through, 
I thinke. 

** Mit, No ! how comes it then that in some one flay toe see so 
many seas, countries, and kingdoms passed over with suck admi- 
rable dexteritief 

" Cor. O, that but shews how well the authors can travaile 
in their vocation, and outrun the apprehension of their audi- 
tone." 
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I right to be preferred before them* But what wili 
, Lisideius say, if thejr themselves acknowledge they 
: are too strictly bounded by those law8» for break- 
ing which he has blamed the English ? I will al- 
lege Corneille's words, as I find them in the end of 
his Discourse of the Three Unities : // estjacik aux 
^culatf/s d*e$tre severes, &c. *' It is easy for spe- 
culative persons to judge severely; but if they 
would produce to public view ten or twelve pieces 
of this nature, they would perhaps give more lati- 
tude to the rules than I have done, when, by ezpe* 
rience, they had known how much we are limited 
and constrained by them, and how many beauties 
of the stage they banished from it/' To illustrate 
/ a little what he has said : — by their servile observa- 
/ tions of the unities of time and place, and integrity 
/ of scenes, they have brought on themselves that 
^ dearth of plot, and narrowness of imagination, 
which may be observed in all their plays. How 

Imany beautiful accidents might naturally happen in 
two or three days, which cannot arrive with any 
/probabih'ty in the compass of twenty-four hours? 
< There is time to be allowed also for maturity of de- 
I sign, which amongst great and prudent persons, 
I such as are often represented in tragedy, cannot, 
Iwitfa any likelihood of truth, be brought to pass at 
|90 short a warning. Farther, by tying themselves 
jstrictly to the unity of place, and unbroken scenes, 
;tbe^ are forced many times to omit some beauties 
[which cannot be shewn where the act began ; but 
^migbt, if the scene were interrupted, and the stage 
cleared for the persons to enter in another place ; 
and therefore the French poets are often forced up- 
on absurdities : for if the act begins in a chamber, 
all the persons in the play must have some business 
or other to come thither, or else they are not to be 
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shewn that act ; and sometimes their characters are 
very unfitting to appear there : as suppose it were 
the king's bed-chamber, yet the meanest roan in the 
tragedy must come and dispatch his business there, 
rather than in the lobby, or court-yard, (which is 
fitter for him), for fear the stage shodd be cleared, 
and the scenes broken. Many times they fall by 
it into a greater inconvenience ; for they keep their 
scenes unbroken, and yet change the place; as in one 
of their newest plays, where the act begins in the 
street. There a gentleman is to meet his friend ; he 
sees him with his man, coming out from his father's 
house ; they talk together, and the first goes out : 
the second, who is a lover, has made an appoint* 
ment with his mistress ; she appears at the window, 
and then we are to imagine the scene lies under 
it* This gentleman is called away, and leaves his 
servant with his mistress : presently her father is 
heard from within; the young lady is afraid the 
serving-man should be discovered, and thrusts him 
into a place of safety, which is supposed to be her 
closet. After this, the father enters to the d^ugh* 
ter, and now the scene is in a house : for he is seek- 
ing from one room to another for this poor Philipin, 
or French Diego, who is heard from within, droll- 
ing and breaking many a miserable conceit on the 
subject of his sad condition. In this ridiculous 
manner the play goes forward, the stage being 
never empty all the while : so that the street, the 
window, the two houses, and the closet, are made 
tp walk about, and the persons to stand still. Now, | 
what, I beseech you, is more easy than to write a 
regular French play, or more difficult than to write 
an irregular £nglisb one, like those of Fletcher, or 
of Shakespeare ? 

If they content themselves, as Corneille did, 
with some flat design, which, like an ill riddle, is 
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found out ere it be half proposed, such plots we 
can make every way regular as easily as they ; but 
whenever they endeavour to rise to any quick turns 
and counter-turns of plot, as some of them have 
attempted, since Corneille's plays have been lessio 
vogue» you see they write as , irregularly as we, 
though they cover it more speciously. Hence the 
reason is perspicuous, why no French plays, when 
translated, have, or ever can succeed on the English 
stage. For, if you consider the plots, our own are 
fuller of variety ; if the writing, ours are more 
quick and fuller of spirit; and therefore 'tis a strange 
mistake in those who decry the way of writing 
plays in verse, as if the English therein imitated 
the French. We have borrowed nothing from 
them ; our plots are weaved in English looms : we 
, endeavour therein to follow the variety and great- 
ness of characters, which are derived to us from 
Shakespeare and Fletcher; the copiousness and well-* 
knitting of the intrigues we have from Jonson; 
and for the verse itself we have English precedents 
of elder date than any of Corneille's plays. Not to 
name our old comedies before Shakespeare, which 
were all writ in verse of six feet, or Alexandrines, 
such as the French now use,* I can shew in Shake- 



* Our old poets saw something peculiarly ludicrous in the 
fanapoestic canter of these doggrel AIexandrlnes^^ The old co- 
Biedy of ** Gammer Gurton's Needle*' is comf^ed entirely of 
them. Shakespeare often uses them where the dialogue is car- 
ried on by his clowns, or comic characters ; as in' " Love's La- 
bour's Lost," act IIL ; in most of the quaint skirmishes of wit 
and punning, in the " Comedy of Errors ;" and in the " Taming 
oi the Shrew." Other examples from low comedy of that early 
age are given in Reed's edition of Shakespeare, VoL xx. p. 462. 
After all, this same Alexandrine is only the common ballad- 
stanza of " Chevy Chase," written in two lines at length, in- 
stead of being subdivided into four. Mr Malone remarks, that 
the assertion in the text is too general. 
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speare, many scenes of rhyme together, and the like 
in Ben Jonson's tragedies : in "Catiline** and "Se- 
jynus*' sometimes thirty or forty lines, — ^I mean be- 
sides the chorus, or the monologues; \^hich, by 
the way, shewed Ben no enemy to this way of 
writing, especially if you read his " Sad Shepherd,*' 
which goes sometimes on rhyme, sometimes on 
blank verse, like an horse who eases himself on trot 
and amble*. You find him likewise commending 
Fletcher's pastoral of " The Faithful Shepherdess," 
which is for the most part rhyme, though not re- 
fined to that purity to which it hath since been 
brought. And these examples are enough to clear 
us from a servile imitation of the French. 

But to return whence I have digressed : I dare j 
boldly afiirm these two things of the English/ 
drama ; — First, that we have many plays of ours as' 
regular as any of theirs, and which, besides, have 
more variety of plot and characters ; and, secondly, 
that in most of the irregular plays of Shakespeare 
or Fletcher, (for Ben Jonson*s are for the most 
part regular), there is a more masculine fancy, andj 
greater spirit in the writing than there is in any ofl 
the French. I could produce, even in Shakespeare's I 
and Fletcher's works, some plays which are almost 
exactly formed ; as the " Merry Wives of Windsor,"\i 
and " The Scornful Lady:** but, because (generally ^ 
speaking) Shakespeare, who writ first, did not per- 
fectly observe the laws of comedy, and Fletcher, 
who came nearer to perfection, yet through careless- 
pess made many faults ; I will take the pattern of 
a perfect play from Ben Jonson, who was a careful 
and learned observer of the dramatic laws, and from 
all his comedies I shall select " The Silent Woman," 
of which I will make a short examen, 'according to 
those rules which the French observe. 

As Neander was , beginning to examine " The 
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Silent Woman/' Eugenius, earnestly regarding him; 
I beseech you, Neander, said he, gratify the com- 
pany, and me in particular, so far as, before you 
speak of the play, to give us a character of the au- 
thor; and tell us frankly your opinion, whether 
you do not think all writers, both French and 
English, ought to give place to him ? ' 

I fear, replied Neander, that, in obeying your 
commands, I shall draw some envy on myself. Be- 
sides, in performing them, it will be first necessaiy 
to speak somewhat of Shakespeare and Fletcher, his 
rivals in poesy ; and one of them, in my opinion, 
at least his equal, perhaps his superior.* 

To begin then with Shakespeare. He was the 
man who of all modern, and perhaps ancient poets, 
had the largest and most comprehensive soul. All 
the images of nature were still present to him, and 
he drew them not laboriously, but luckily : when 
he describes any thing, you more than see it, you 
feel it too. Those who accuse him to have wanted 
learning, give him the greater commendation : he 
was naturally learned ; he needed not the spec- 
tacles of books to read nature ; he looked inwards, 
and found her there. I cannot say he is every- 
where alike ; were he so, I should do him in- 
jury to compare him with the greatest of mankind. 
He is many times flatj insipid ; his comic wit de- 
generating into clenches, his serious swelling in- 
to bombast. But he is always great, when some 
great occasion is presented to him : no man can 
say, he ever had a fit subject for his wit, and did 



* Mr Malone justly obsenres, that the caution obtenred in 
this decision, proves the miserable taste of the age. In fact, 
Jonson, by dint of learning and arrogance, fairly bullied the age 
into receiving his own character of his merits ; and he was not 
the only person of the name that has done so. 
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not then raise himself as high above the rest of poets, 

Quanti/m lenta sclent inter viiuma cupressL 

The oonsideration of this made Mr Hales of Eton* 
say, that there was no subject of which any poet 
ever writ, but he would produce it much better 
done in Shakespeare ; and however others are now 
generally preferred before him, yet the age where- 
in he lived, which had contemporaries with him, 
Fletcher and Jonson, never equalled them to him 
in their esteem : and in the last king's court, when 
Ben's reputation was at highest, Sir John Suckling, 
and with him the greater part of the courtiers, set 
our Shakespeare far above him. 



* The learned John Hales of Eton, whom Wood calls a walking 
libraryy and Clarendon pronounces the least man and greatest 
scholar of hk time. Gildon tells the anecdote to which Drjden 
seeins taallude, in an essay addressed to Dryden himself on the 
vindication of Shakespeare, and he quotes our author as his au- 
thority. " The matter of fact, if my memory fail me not, was 
this : Mr Hales of Eton affirmed, that he would show all the 
pi>ets of antiquity out-done by Shakespeare, in all the topics, and 
common-places made use of in poetry. The ^lemies of Shake- 
speare would by no means yield him so much excellence ; so that 
it came to a resolution of a trial of skill upon that subject. The 
place agreed on for the dispute, was Mr Hale's chamber at Eton. 
A great many books were sent down by the enemies of this poet ; 
and on the appointed day, my Lord Falkland, Sir John Sucklings 
and all the persons of quality that had wit and learning, and in- 
terested themselves in the quarrel, met there; and upon a thorough 
disquisition of the point, the judges chosen by agreement out of 
this learned and ingenious assembly, unanimously gave the pre- 
ference to Shakespeare ; and the Greek and Roman poets were 
adjudged to veil at least their glory in that to the English hero." 
Gildom's Essays, 

Tate, in the preface to the << Loyal General," and Rowe, in 
his << Life of Shakespeare," quote the same anecdote. 
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Beaumont and Fletcher, of whom I am next tor 
; speak, had, with the advantage of Shakespeare^s wit, 
\ which was their precedent, great natural gifts, im- 
; proved by study ; Beaumont especially being so 
accurate a judge of plays, that Ben Jonson, while 
he lived, submitted all his writings to his censure, 
and 'tis thought, used his judgment in correcting, 
if not contriving, all his plots. What value he hiul 
for him, appears by the verses he writ to him; and 
therefore I need speak no farther of it. The first 
play that brought Fletcher and him in esteem, was 
their ** Philaster ;" for before that, they had written 
two or three very unsuccessfully : as the like is re* 
ported of Ben Jonson, before he writ ** Every Man 
in his Humour/' Their plots were generally more 
regular than Shakespeare's, especially those which 
were made before Beaumont's death ; and they un- 
derstood and imitated the conversation of gentle* 
men much better ; whose wild debaucheries, and 
quickness of wit in repartees, no poet before them 
could paint as they have done. Humour,* which 
Ben Jonson derived from particular persons, they 
made it not their business to describe : they repre- 
sented all the passions very lively, but above all, 
.^ove. I am apt to believe the English language in 
V them arrived to its highest perfection ; what words 
Tiave since been taken in, are rather superfluous 
than ornamental. Their plays are now the most 
pleasant and frequent entertainments of the stage; 
two of theirs being acted through the year for one 
of Shakespeare's or Jonson's : the reason is, because 
there is a certain gaiety in their comedies, and 



* Humoury in the ancient dramatic language, signified some 
peculiar or fantastic bias, or habit of mind, in an individaal. 
See Vol. X. p, 396. ^56. 
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pullios in their more serious plays^ whtob suits gene* 
rally with idIjSlffi'3 huinaurs. Shakespeare's Ian* / 
guage is likewise a little obsolete^ and Ben Jonson's | 
wit comes short of theirs. 

As for Jonson, to whose character I am now ar- 
rived» if we look upon him while he was himself, 
(for his last plajs were but his dotages), I think 
nim the most learned and judicious writer which 
any theatre ever had. He was a most severe judge 
of himself as well as others. One cannot say he 
wanted wit, but rather that he was frugal of iU la 
his works you find little to retrench or alter. Wit 
and language, and humour also in some measure 
we had before him ^but something of art was want* \ 
ing to the ^ma, titl he came.) He managed bis ) 
strength to more advantage than any who preceded 
him. You seldom find him making love in any of 
his scenes, or endeavouring to move the passions ^ 
his genius was too sullen and saturnine to do itgrace- 
fully, especially when he knew he came after those 
who had performed both to such an height. Hu- 
mour was his proper sphere ; and in that he delight- 
ed most to represent mechanic people. He was 
deeply conversant in the ancients, both Greek and 
Latin, and he borrowed boldly from them : there 
is scarce a poet or historian among the Roman au- 
thors of those times, whom he has not translated 
in ** Sejanus*' and ** Catiline.'^ But he has done his 
robberies so openly, that one may see he fears not 
to be taxed by any law. He invades authors like 
a monarch; and what would be Jheft in other poets, 
is only victory in him. With the spoils of these 
writers he so represents old Rome to us, in its rites, 
ceremonies,, and customs, that if one of their poets 
had written either of his tragedies, we had seen 
less of it than in him. If there was any fault in 
his language, it was, that he weaved it too closely 

VOL. XV. z 
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and laboriously, in his comedies especially : perhaps 
toOt be did a little too much Romanize our tongue, 
leaving the words which he translated almost as 
much Latin as he found them : wherein, though be 
learnedly followed their language, lie did not enough 
comply with the idiom of ours. If I would com- 
pare him with Shakespeare, I must acknowledge him 
the more correct poet, but Shakespeare the greater 
wit* Shakespeare was the Homer, or father of our 
dramatic poets ; Jonson was the Virgil, the pat- 
tern of elaborate writing : I admire him, but I love 
Shakespeare. * To conclude of him ; as he has given 
us the most correct plays, so in the precepts which 
he has laid down in his ** Discoveries/- we have as 
many and profitable rules for perfecting the stage, 
as any wherewith the French can furnish us. 

Having thus spoken of the author, I proceed to 
the examination of his comedy, ** The Silent Wo- 



man." 



Ea^amen qf " The Silent Woman:' 

To begin first with the length of the action : it 
is so far from exceeding the compass of a natural 
: day, that it takes not up an artificial one. It is all 
included in the limits of three hours and an half, 
which is no more than is required for the present- 
ment on the stage: a beauty perhaps not much 
observed ; if it had, we should not have looked on 
the Spanish translation of " Five Hours'* with so much 
wonder. The scene of it is laid in London ; the 
latitude of place is almost as little as you can 
imagine ; for it lies all within the compass of two 
.houses, and, after the first act, in one. The con- 
tinuity of scenes is observed more than in any of 

* pryden here understands U)it in the enlarged sense of ini 
yention^ or genius. 
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our plays, except his own " Fox** and ^'Alchemist/* / 
They are not broken above twice, or thrice at most* 
in the whoie comedy ; and in the two best of Cor- 
ucille's plays, the " Cid*' and " Cinna,*' they are in- 
terrupted once. The action of the play is entirely 
one ; the end or aim of which is the settling Mo- 
rose's estate on Dauphine. The intrigue of it is 
the greatest and most noble of any pure unmixed 
comedy in any language : you see in it many per- 
sons of various characters and humours, and all 
delightfuL As first. Morose, or an old man, to whom 
all noise, but his own talking, is offensive. Some^ 
who would be thought critics, say this humour of 
his is forced: but to remove that objection, we 
may consider him first to be naturally of a delicate 
hearing,' as many are to whom all sharp sounds 
are unpleasant ; and secondly, we may attribute 
much of it to the peevishness of his age, or the 
wayward authority of an old man in his own house, 
where he may make himself obeyed ; and to this 
the poet seems to allude in his name Morose. Be- 
side this, I am assured from divers persons, that 
Ben Jonson was actually acquainted with such a 
man, one altogether as ridiculous as he is here re- 
presented. Otherp say, it is not enough, to find one 
man of such an humour ; it must be common to 
more, and the more common the more natural. To 
prove this, they instance in the best of comical 
characters, Falstaff. There are many men resembling 
him J old, fat, merry, cowardly, drunken, amorous, 
vain, and lying. But to convince these people, I 
need but tell them, that humour is the ridiculous 
extravagance of conversation, wherein one man 
differs from all others. If then it be common, or 
comnaunicated to many, how differs it from other 
men's ? or what indeed causes it to be ridiculous so 
much as the singularity of it ? As for Falstaff, he i^ 
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not properly one humour, but & misGellany of hu- 
mours or images, drawn from so many several men : 
that wherein he is singular is his wit, or those 
things he says, prceter espectatumt unexpected by 
the audience ; his quick evasions, when you imi^ne 
him surprised, which, as they are extremely divert- 
ing of themselves, so receive a great addition from 
bis person j for the very sight of such an unwieldy 
old debauched fellow is a comedy alone. And 
[here, having a place so proper for it, I cannot but 
j enlarge somewhat upon this subject of humour in* 
ito which I am fallen* The ancients had little of 
it in their comedies ; for the ri ydjiiov of the old co- 
medy, of which Aristophanes was chief, was not so 
much to imitate a man, as to make the people laugh 
at some odd conceit, which had commonlv some* 
what of unnatural or obscene in it. Thus, wnen you 
see Socrates brought upon the stage, you are not 
to imagine him made ridiculous by the imitation 
of bis actions, but rather bv making him perform 
something very unlike himself: something so child* 
ish and absurd, as by comparing it with the gravity 
of the true Socrates, makes a ridiculous object for 
the spectators. In their new comedy which sue* 
ceeded, the poets sought indeed to express the r^^^ 
as in their tragedies the ro^^ of mankind. But this 
Hhog contained only the general characters of men 
and manners; as old men, lovers, serving-men, 
courtesans, parasites, and such other persons as we 
see in their comedies ; all which they made alike : 
that is, ooe old man or father, one lover, one cour- 
tesan, so like another, as if the first of them bad be- 
got the rest of every sort : Ew homine kune natum 
dicas. The same custom they observed likewise in 
j their tragedies. As for the French, though they 
: have the word humeur among them, yet they have 
\ small use of it in their comedies, or farces ; they 
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being bat ill iitiitationd of the rtdkuhm^ or that 
which stirred up laughter in the old comedy. But | 
among the English 'tis otherwise ; where, by hu- 
mour is meant some extravagant habit, passion, or 
affection, particular (as I said before) to some one \ 
person, by the oddness of which he is immediately l 
diffttnguished from the rest of men ; which being I 
lively and naturally represented, most frequently be- 
gets that malicious pleasure in the audience which 
is testified by laughter ; as all things which are de- 
viations from customs are ever the aptest to pro- 
duce it : though, by the way, this laughter is only 
accidental, as the person represented is fantastic or 
bizarre ; but pleasure is essential to it, as the imi- 
taticm of what is natural. The description of these 
humours, drawn from thfe knowledge and observa- 
tion of particular persons, was the peculiar genius 
and talent of Ben Jonson ; to whose play I now 
return. 

Besides Morose, there are at least nine or ten 
different characters and humours in the ^' Silent 
Woman ;** all which persons have several concern- 
ments of their own, yet are all used by thepoet to the : 
conducting of the main design to perfection. I 
shall not waste time in commending the writing of 
this play ; but I will give you my opinion, that there 
is more wit and acuteness of fancy in it than in any 
of Ben Jonson's. Besides, that he has here described 
the conversation of gentlemen, in the persons of 
True- Wit and his friends, with more gaiety, air, 
and freedom, than in the rest of his comedies."* 
For the contrivance of the plot, 'tis extreme, elabo- 
rate, and yet withal easy ; for the Xw^if, or unty- 



* This conversation, however^ appears FormidAbly stiff in the 
present age. 
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ing of it, 'tis so admirable, that when* it is done, no 
one of the audience would think the poet couM 
have missed it ; and yet it was concealed so much 
before the last scene, that any other way would 
sooner have entered into your thoughts. But I 
dare not take upon me to commend the fabric of 
it, because it is altogether so full of art, that I must 
unravel every scene in it to commend it as I ought* 
And this excellent contrivance is still the more to 
be admired, because 'tis comedy where the persons 
are only of common rank, and their business pri- 
vate, not elevated by passions or high concernments^ 
as in serious^ plays. Here every one is a proper 
judge of all he sees ; nothing is represented but 
that with which he daily converses: so that by 
consequence all faults lie open to discovery, and 
few are pardonable* 'Tis this^ which Horace has 
judiciously observed ; 

Creditur, ex medio quia res arcemt, habere 
Sudoris minimum ; sed hobet Comedia tanto 
Plus oneris, quanta Venice minus* 

But our poet, who was not ignorant of these difit- 
culties, has made use of al] advantages ; as he who 
designs a large leap^ takes bis rise from the highest 
ground. One of these advantages is that which 
Corneille has laid down as the greatest which can 
arrive to any poem, and which he himself could never 
compass above thrice in all his plays; viz. the mak- 
ing choice of some signal and long-expected day, 
whereon the action of the play is to depend. This 
day was that designed by Dauphine for the settling 
of his uncle's estate upon him ; which, to compass, 
he contrives to marry him. That the marriage had 
been plotted by him long beforehand, is made evi- 
dent by what he tells True- Wit in tlie second act. 
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that in one moment he had destroyed what he had 
been raising many months. 

There is another artifice of the poet, which I can- 
not here omit, because by the frequent practice of 
it in his comedies^ he has left it to us almost as a 
rule ; that is, when he has any character or humour \ 
wherein he would shew a coupe de maitre, or his / V 
highest skill, he recommends it to your observa- ^ 
tion, by a pleasant description of it before the per- 
son first appears* Thus, in <* Bartholomew Fair," 
he gives you the pictures of Numps and Cokes, and 
in this, those of Daw, Lafoole, Morose, and the Col- 
legiate Ladies ; all which you hear described before 
you see them. So that before they come upon the 
stage, you have a longing expectation of them,) 
which prepares you to receive them favourably ; 
and when they are there, even from their first ap- 
pearance you are so far acquainted with them, that 
nothing of their humour is lost to you. 

I will observe yet one thing further of this ad- 
mirable plot ; the business of it rises in every act. 
The second is greater than the first ; the third than 
the second; and so forward to the fifth. There too ! 
you see, till the very last scene, new difficulties 
arising to obstruct the action of the play ; and when 
the audience is brought into despair that the busi- 
ness can naturally be effected, then, and not be- 
fore, the discovery is made. But that the poet 
might entertain you with more variety all this while, 
he reserves some new characters to shew you, which 
he opens not till the second and third act. In the 
second. Morose, Daw, the Barber, and Otter ; in the 
third, the Collegiate Ladies; all whichhe moves after- 
wards in by-walks, or under-plots, as diversions to 
the main design, lest it should grow tedious, though . 
they are still naturally joined with it, and some- 
where or other subservient to it. Thus, like a skil- 
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fill chess-pkjer, by little snd little he dnnrflbiMit 
his men, and makes his pawns of use to bis greater 
persons. 

If this comedjt ftnd some others of bis, were trans^ 
lated into Erench prose, (which would now be no 
wonder to them, since Moliere has lately given them 
plays out of verse, which have not displeased them), 
I believe the controversy would soon be decided 
betwixt the two nations, even making them the 
judges.* But we need not call our heroes to our 
aid ; be it spoken to theJionour of the English, our 
nation can never want in any age such, who are 
able to dispute the empire of wit witib any people in 
the universe. And though the fury of a civil war, 
and power, for twenty years together, abandoned 
to a barbarous race of men, enemies of all good 
learning, had buried the muses under the ruins ci 
monarray ; yet, with the restoration of our happi- 
ness, we see revived poesy lifting up its head, and aW 
ready shaking off the rubbish which lay so heavy 
on it. We have seen, since his majesty's return, 
many dramatic poems which yield not^o those of 
any foreign nation, and whicii deserve all laurels 
but the English. I will set aside flattery and envy ; 
it cannot be denied but we have had some little 
blemish either in the plot or writing of all those 
plays which have been made within these seven 
years ; and perhaps there is no nation iti the world 
so quick to discern them, or so difficult to pardon 
them, as ours : yet if we can persuade ourselves to 
lise the candour of that poet, who, though the most 



* I should be sorrj to see the comparatiTe merits of the stages 
tried upo^ that issue: Moliere, in natural comedy, is as far su- 
perior to Jonson> as Shakespeare is to both. 
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severe of critics^ has left us this caution by which 
to moderate our censures— - 

■ 1 ■ ubiplura niient in carmine, non ego paucu 
^ Offendar mactdis z^— 

if, in consideration of their many and great beauties, 
we can wink at some idight and little imperfections ; 
if we, I say, can be thus equal to ourselves, I ask no 
favour from the Fcench. And if I do not venture 
upon any particular judgment of our late plays, 'tis 
out of the consideration which an ancient writer 
gives me : vivorumj ut magna admiratiOf ita censura 
diffidRs : betwixt the extremes of admiration and 
roalice,'tis hard to judge uprightly of the living. On- 
ly I think it may be permitted me to say, that as it is 
no lessening to us to yield to some plays, and those 
not many, of our own nation, in the last age, so can 
it be no addition to pronounce of our present poets, 
that they have far surpassed all the ancients, and 
the modern writers of other countries. 

This was the substance of what was then spoke 
on that occasion ; and Lisideius, I think, was going 
to reply, when he was prevented thus by Crites : — I 
am confident, said he, that the most material things 
that can be said, have been already urged on either 
side ; if they have not, I must beg of Lisideius, that 
he will defer his answer till another time: for I con- 
fess I have a joint quarrel to you both, because you 
have concluded, without any reason given for it, 
that rhyme is proper for the stage. I will not dis- 
pute how ancient it hath been among us to write 
this way ; perhaps our ancestors knew no better till 
Shakespeare's time. I will grant it was not altoge- 
ther left by him, and that Fletcher and Ben Jonson 
used it frequently in their pastorals, and sometimes 
in other plays. Farther, 1 will not argue whether 
we received it originally from our own countrymen, 
or from the French j for that is an inquiry of as lit- 
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tie benefit as theirs» who, in the midst of the late 
plague, were not so solicitous to provide against it, 
as to know whether we had it from the malignity 
of our own air, or by transportation from Holland. 
I have therefore only to affirm, that it is not allow- 
able in serious plays; for comedies, Ifindyoualrea* 
dy concluding with me. To prove this, I might 
satisfy myself to tell you, how much in vain it is 
for you to strive against the stream of the people's 
inclination ; the greatest part of which are prepos- 
sessed so much with those excellent plays of Shake- 
speare, Fletcher, and Ben Jonson, which have been 
written out of rhyme, that except you could bring 
them such as were written better in it, and those 
too by persons of equal reputation with them, it 
will be impossible for you to gain your cause with 
them, who will still be judges. This it is to which, 
in fine, all your reasons must submit. The unani- 
mous consent of an audience is so powerful, that 
even Julius Caesar, (as Macrobius reports of him), 
when he was perpetual dictator, was not able to 
balance it on the other side ; but when Laberius, a 
Roman knight, at his request contended in the 
Mime with another poet, he was forced to cry out, 
Etiamfavente me victus es, Laberi. But I will not, 
on this occasion, take the advantage of the greater 
number, but only urge such reasons against rhyme, 
as I find in the writings of those who have argued 
for the other way. First then, I am of opinion, that 
rhyme is unnatural in a play, because dialogue there 
is presented as the efiect of sudden thought.* For 



• The reasons agajnst rhyme, — and very weighty our author 
at last found them, — are taken from the Preface to Sir Robert 
Howard's plays, the Crites of the dialogue. 

'< Another way of the ancients, which the French follow,and our 



Digitized by 



Google 



AK ESSAY OP DRAMATIC POESY. 369 

a play is the imitation of nature ; and since no man^ 
\irithout premeditation, speaks in rhyme, neither 
ought he to do it on the stage. This hinders not but 
the fancy may be there elevated to an higher pitch 
of thought than it is in ordinary discourse; for there 



stage has now lately practised, is, to write in rhyme ; and this 
is the dispute betwixt many ingenious persons, whether verse in 
rhyme, or verse without the sound, which may be called blank 
terse, (though a hard expression), is to be preferred. But take 
the Question largely, and it is never to be decided ; but, by right 
apphcation, I suppose it may ; for in the general, they are both 
proper, that is^ one for a play, the other for a poem or copy of 
verses ; a blank verse being as much too low for one, as rhyme is 
unnatural for the other. A poem, being a premeditated form of 
thoughts upon designed occasions, ought not to be unfurnished 
of any harmony in words or sound ; the other is presented as the 
present effect of accidents not thought of: so that it is impossible 
2t should be equally proper to both these, unless it were possible 
that all persons were born so much more than poets, that verses 
were not^o.be composed by them, but already made in them. 
Some may object, that this argument is trivial, because, whatever 
is shewed, it is known still to be but a play ; but such may as 
well excuse an ill scene, that is not naturally painted, because 
they know it is only a scene, and not really a city or country. 

*^ But there is yet another thing which makes verse upon the 
stage appear more unnatural ; that is, when a piece of a verse is 
made up by one that knew not what the other meant to say, and 
the former verse answered as perfectly in sound as the last is sup- 
plied in measure ; so that the smartness of a reply, which has its 
beauty by coming from sudden thoughts, seems lost by that which 
rather looks like a design of two, than the answer of one. It may 
be said, that rhyme is such a confinement to a quick and luxuriant 
fancy, that it gives a stop to its speed, till slow judgment comes 
in to assist it : but this is no argument for the question in hand ; 
for the dispute is not, which way a man may write best in, but 
which is most proper for the subject he writes upon ; and, if this 
were let pass, the argument is yet unsolved in itself: for he that 
Wants judgment in the liberty of his fancy, may as well shew the 
defect of it in its confinement : and, to' say truth, he that has 
judgment will avoid the errors, and he that wants it will commit 
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» 

is a probability that men of excellent and qui^ck 
parts may speak noble things Mtempcre: but those 
thoughts are never fettered with numbers, or sound 
of verse, without study ; and therefore it cannot be 
but unnatural to present the most free wa^ of speaks 
ing in that which is the most constrained. For 
this reason, says Aristotle, 'tis best to write tragedy 
in that kind of verse which is the least such, or 



them4M>th. It may be objectedi it is improbable that any Bbould 
speak attemvore as well as Beaumont and Fletcher makes thera» 
though in blank verse : I do not only acknowledge that, but that 
it is also improbable any will write so well that way. But if that 
may be allowed improbable^ I believe it may be concluded im- 
, possible that any should speak as good verses in rhyme, as the 
oest poets have writ; and therefore, that which seems nearest 
to what it intends, is ever to be preferred. Nor is great thoughts 
more adorned by verse, than verse unbeautified by mean ones ; 
so that verse seems not only unfit in the best use of it, but much 
more in the worse, when a servant is called, or a door bid to be 
shut, in rhyme. Verses (I mean good ones) do in their height 
of fancy declare the labour that brought them forth, like majesty, 
that grows with care ; and Nature, Uiat made the poet capable, 
seems to retire, and leave its offers to be made penect by pains 
and judgment. Against this I can raise no argument but my 
Lord of Orrery^s writings, in whose verse the greatness of the 
majesty seems unsullied with the cares, and his inimitable fancjr 
descends to us in such easy expressions, that they seem as if 
neither had ever been added to the other, but both together 
flowing from a height ; like birds got so high, that use no labour- 
ing wings, but only with an ea^ care preaerve a steadiness in 
motion. But this particular happiness, among those multitudes 
which that excellent person is owner of, does not convince my 
reason, but employ my wonder : yet I am glad such verse has 
been written for our stage, since it has so happily exceeded those 
whom we seemed to imitate. But while I give these arguments 
against verse, I may seem faulty that I have not only written ill 
ones, but written any : but, since it was the fashion, I was re- 
solved, as in all indifferent things, not to appear singular, the 
danger of the vani^ being greater than the error ; and there* 
fore I followed it as a fashion, though vefy far off.*' 



Digitized by 



Google 



AM KSSAY OF DBAMATIC rOEST« 964 

which ifi nearest prose : and this amongst the an- 1 
cieDta was the iambic^ and with us is blank verse* 
6r the measure of verse kept exactly without rhyme.^ 
These numbers therefore are fittest for a play ; the 
others, for a paper of verses, or a poem ; blank verse 
being as much below them, as rhyme is improper 
for the drama. And if it be objected, that neither 
are blank verses made extempore^ yet, as nearest n&* 
ture, they are still to be preferred. But there are 
two particular exceptions, which many besides my« 
self have had to verse ; by which it will appear yet 
more plainly, how improper it is in plays. And the 
first of them is grounded on that very reason for 
which some have commended rhyme : they say, the 
quickness of repartees in argumentative scenes re- 
ceives an ornament from verse. Now what is more 
unreasonable than to imagine, that a man should 
not only light upon the wit, but the rhyme too, 
upon the sudden ? This nicking of him who spoke 
before both in sound and measure, is so great an 
happiness, that you must at least suppose the per* 
sons of your play to be born poets : Arcades ornnes^ 
et cantare pares^ et respondere parati ; they must 
have arrived to the degree of quicquid conabar 
dkerCy to make verses almost whether they will 
or no. If they are any thing below this, it will 
look rather like the design of two, than the answer 
• of one : it will appear that your actors hold intelli«^ 
gence together ; that they perform their tricks like 
fortune-tellers, by confederacy. The hand of art 
will be too visible in it, against that maxim of all 
profes8ion&~-4r* est celare artem; that it is the 
greatest perfection of art to keep itself undiscover- 
ed. NcNT will it serve you to object, that however 
you manage it. His still known to be a play ^ and 
consequently, the dialogue of two persons, under- 
stood to be the labour of one poet. For a play is 
still an imitation of nature ; we know we are to be 
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deceived, and we desire to be so ; but no nan ever 
was deceived but with a probability of truth ; for 
who will suffer a gross lie to be fastened on him ? 
Thus we sufficiently understand, that the scenes 
which represent cities and countries to us are not 
really sucb, but only painted on boards and can* 
vass ; but shall that excuse the ill painture or de- 
signment of them ? Nay» rather ought they not to 
be laboured with so much the more diligence and 
exactness, to help the imagination ? since the mind 
of man does naturally tend to truth ; and there- 
fore the nearer any thing pomes to the imitation of 
it, the more it pleases. 
y Thus, you see, your rhyme is incapable of ex* 

}>ressing the greatest thoughts naturally, and the 
owest it cannot with any grace : for what is more 
unbefitting the majesty of verse, than to call a ser-p 
vant, or bid a door be shut in rhyme ? and yet you 
are often forced on this miserable necessity. But 
verse, you say, circumscribes a quick and luxuriant 
f fancy, which would extend itself too far on every 
vjA^ subject, did not the labour which is required to 
'^ well-turned and polished rhyme set bounds to it. 
Yet this argument, if granted, would only prove, 
that we may write better in verse, but not more 
naturally. Neither is it able to evince that ; for 
he who wants judgment to confine his fancy in 
blank verse, may want it as much in rhyme ; and • 
he who has it, will avoid errors in both kinds. 
Latin verse was as great a confinement to the ima- 
gination of those poets, as rhyme to ours : and yet 
. you find Ovid saying too much on every subject. 
Nescivit (says Seneca) quod bene cessit retinquere p 
of which he gives you one famous instance in hia 
description of the deluge : 

Omnia pontus erat^ deerani quoque litora ponto. 
I^ow all ^as sea, nor had that sea a shore^ 
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Thus Ovid*s fancy was not limited byvdrse, and 
Virgil needed not verse to have bounded bis. 

In our own language we see Ben Jonson confin- 
ing himself to what ought to be said, even in the 
liberty of blank verse ; and yet Corneille, the most 
judicious of the French poets, is still varying the 
same sense an hundced ways, and dwelling eternal- 
ly on the same subject, though confined by rhyme. 
Some other exceptions I have to verse ; but since 
these I have named are for the most part already 
public, I conceive it reasonable they should first be 
answered. 

It concerns me less than any, said Neander, \ 
(seeing he had ended), to r^ply to this discourse ; 
because when I should have proved, that verse / 
may*be natural in plays, yet I should always be 
ready to confess, that those which I have written 
in this kind come short of that perfection which is 
required.* Yet since you are pleased I should un- 
dertake this province, I will do it, though with all 
imaginable respect and deference, both to that per- 
son from whom you have borrowed your strongest 
arguments, and to whose judgment, when I have 
said all, I finally submit. But before I proceed to - 
answer your objections, I must first remember you, 
that I exclude all comedy from my defence ; and 
next, that I deny not but blank verse may be also 
used ; and content mjrself only to assert, that in 
serious plays, where the subject and characters are 
great, and the plot unmixed with mirth, which 
might allay or divert those concernments which 
are produced, rhyme is there as natural, and more . 
effectual, than blank verse. 
^ And now having laid down this as a foundation,-— 



* This makes it obvious, that Neander is Drjden himself^ 
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' to b^gin with Crttes,-— I muat crave leave to tdl 
him, that some of bis arguioents against rhjme 
reach no farther than, from the faults or defects of 
ill rhyme, to conclude against the use of it in ge- 
neral. May not I conclude against blank verse by 
the same reason ? If the words of some poets, who 
write in it, are either ill chosen, or ill placed, 
(which makes not only rhyme, but all kind of verse 
in any language unnatural), shall I, for their vi- 
cious affectation, condemn those excellent lines of 
Fletcher, which are written in that kind ? Is there 
any thing in rhyme more constrained than this line 
in blank verse ?— * 

I heaven inroke, and strong resistance make ; 

where you see both the clauses are placed unnatu- 
rally; that is, contrary to the common way of 
speaking, and that without the excuse of a rhyme 
to cause it : yet you would think me very ridicu- 
lous, if I should accuse^ the stubbornness of blank 
verse for this, and not rather the stiffness of the 
poet. Therefore, Crites, you must either prove, that 
words, though well chosen, and duly placed, yet 
render not rhyme natural in itself; or that, however 
natural and easy the rhyme may be, yet it is not 
proper for a play. If you insist on the former part, 
I would ask you, what other conditions are required 
to make rhyme natural in itself, besides an election 
of apt wprds, and a right disposition of them? For 
the due choice of your words expresses your sense 
naturally, and the due placing them adapts therhyme 
to it. If you object, that one verse may be made 
for the sake of another, t^hough both the words and 
rhyme be apt, I answer, it cannot possibly so fall 
out ; for either there is a dependance of sense be- 
twixt the first line and the second, or there is none : 
if there be tl;iat connexion, then in the natural po- 
sition of the words the latter line must of necessity 
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flow from the former j if there be no dependence^ 
et still the due ordering of words makes the last 
ine as natural in itself as the other : so that the ne- 
cessity of a rhyme never forces any but bad or lazy 
writers to say what they would not otherwise. 'Tis 
true, there is both care and art required to write in , 
verse. A good poet never establishes the first line, \ 
till he has sought out such a rhyme as may fit the 
sense, already prepared to heighten the second: 
many times the close of the sense falls into the 
middle of the next verse, or farther off, and be 
may often avail himself of the same advantages in 
English which Virgil bad in Latin,— he may break 
off in the hemistick, and begin another line. Indeed, 
the not observing these two last things, makes plays 
whifeh are writ in verse so tedious: for though, 
most commonly, the sense is to be confined to the 
couplet, yet nothing that does ^^rp^teo tenorejbiere, 
run in the same channel, can please always. 'Tia 
like the murmuring of a stream, which, not varying) 
in the fall, causes at first attention, at last drowsi-\ 
ness. Variety of cadences is the best rule ; the \ 
greatest help to the actors, and refreshment to the \ 
audience. 

If then verse may be made natural in itself, how • 
becomes it unnatural in a play ? You say the stage ] 
is the representation of nature, , and no man in 
ordinary conversation speaks in rh^^me. But you 
foresaw, when you said this, that it might be an- 
swered — neither does any man speak in blank verse, 
or in measure without rhyme. Therefore you con- 
cluded, that which is nearest nature is still to be 
preferred. But you took no notice, that rhyme 
might be made as natural as blank verse, by the 
well placing of the words, &c. All the difference 
between them, when they are both correct, is the 
sound in one, which the other wants ; and if so, the 

VOL. XV. 2 a 
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sweetness of it, and all the advantage resulting from 
it, which are handled in the preface to the ^^ Rival 
Ladies," will yet stand good. As for that place of 
Aristotle, where he says plays should be writ in that 
kind of verse which is nearest prose, it makes lit- 
tle for you; blank verse being properly measur- 
ed prose* Now measuce alone, in any modern lan- 
guage, does not constitute verse ; those of the an- 
cients in Greek and Latin consisted in quantity of 
words, and a determinate number of feet. But 
when, by the inundation of the Goths and Vandals 
into Italy, new languages were introduced, and bar- 
barously mingled with the Latin, of which the Ita- 
lian, Spanish, French, and ours, (made out of them 
and the Teutonic), are dialects, a new way of poesy 
was practised; new, I say, in those countries, for in 
all probability it was that of the conquerors in their 
own nations ; at least we are able to prove, that the 
eastern people have used it from all antiquity.* 
This new way consisted in measure or number of 
feet, and rhyme. The sweetness of rhyme, and ob- 
servation of accent, supplying the place of quantity 
in words, which could neither exactly be observed 
by those barbarians, who knew not the rules of it, 
neither was it suitable to their tongues as it had 
been to the Greek and Latin. No man is tied in 
modern poesy to observe any farther rule in the 
feet of his verse, but that they be dissyllables ; whe- 
ther Spondee, Trochee, or Iambic, it matters not ; 
only he is obliged to rhyme : neither do the Spa- 
nish, French, Italians, or Germans, acknowledge at 
all, or very rarely, any such kind of poesy aa blank 
verse amongst them. Therefore, at most 'tis but a 
poetic prose, a sermo pedestris; and, as such, most 

♦ Vide Daniel^ bis Defence ofRhipne, Dryden. 
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fit for comedies, where I acknowledge rhyme to be 
improper. Farther, as to that quotation of Aris« 
totle, our couplet verses may be rendered as near 
prose as hlank verse itself, by using those advantages 
I lately named,— <-as breaks in an hemistick, or run- 
ning the sense into another line,-~thereby making 
art and order appear as loose and free as nature : or, 
not tying ourselves to couplets strictly, we may 
use the benefit of the Pindaric way, practised in the 
"Siege of Rhodes;** where the numbers vary, and the 
rhyme is disposed carelessly, and far from often / 
chyigning. Neither is that other advantage of the \ 
ancients to be despised, of changing the kind of ' 
verse when they please, with the change of the scene, j 
or some new entrance ; for they confine not them'* \ 
selves always to iambics, but extend their liberty 
to all lyric numbers, and sometimes even to hexa* 
meter. But I need not go so far to prove, that 
rhyme, as it succeeds to all other offices of Greek : 
and Latin verse, so especially to this of plays, since 
the custom of nations at this day confirms it ; the 
French, Italian, and Spanish tragedies are generally ; 
writ in it ; and sure the universal consent of the ; 
most civilized parts of the world, ought in this, as \ 
it doth in other customs, to include the rest. 

But perhaps you may tell me, I have proposed 
such a way to make rhyme natural, and consequent- 
ly proper to plays, as is impracticable ; and that I 
shall scarce find six or eight lines together in any 
play, where the words are so placed and chosen as is 
required to make it natural. I answer, no poet need 
constrain himself at all times to it. It is enough he 
makes it his general rule ; for I deny not but some- 
times there may be a greatness in placing the words 
otherwise ; and sometimes they may sound better ; 
sometimes also the variety itself is excuse enough. 
But if, for the most part, the words be placed as 
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they are in the negligence of prose, it is sufficient to 
denominate the way practicable; for we esteem that 
to be such, which in the trial oftener succeeds than 
misses. And thus far you may find the practice 
made good in many plays : where you do not, re- 
member still, that if you cannot nnd six natural 
rhymes together, it will be as hard for you to pro- 
duce as many lines in blank verse, eren among the 
greatest of our poets, against which I cannot make 
some reasonable exception. 
. And this, sir, calls to my remembrance the be- 
ginning of your discourse, where you told us we 
should never find the audience favourable to this 
kind of writing, till we could produce as good 
plays in rhyme as Ben Jonson, Fletcher, and Shake- 
speare, bad writ out of it* But it is to raise envy 
to the living, to compare them with the dead. They 
are honoured, and almost adored by us, as they de- 
serve; neither do I know any so presumptuous of 
themselves as to contend with them. Yet give me 
) leave to say thus much, without injury to their 
^ ashes, that not only we shall never equal theno, 
but they could never equal themselves, were they 
/ to rise and write again. We acknowledge them 
our fathers in wit, but they have ruined their estates 
themselves, before they came to their children's 
hands. There is scarce an humour, a character, 
or any kind of plot, which they have not used. 
All comes sullied or wasted, to us: and were they 
to entertain this age, they could not now make so 
plenteous treatments out of such decayed fortunes. 
/ This therefore will be a good argument to us either 
j not to write at all, or to attempt some other way. 
i There is no bays to be expected in their walks : 
tentanda via est, qua me quoque possum ioUerehumo. 
This way of writing in verse, they have only left 
free to us ; our age is arrived to a perfection in it. 
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which they never knew; and which (if we may guess 
by what^ of theirs we have seen in verse, as the 
" Faithful Shepherdess/' and " Sad Shepherd") it is h 
probable they never could have reached. For the V 
genius of every age is different ; and though ours j) 
excel in this, I deny not but that to imitate nature /f 
in that perfection which they did in pTrose, is a; 
greatercommendation than to write in verse exactly. 
As for what you have added,— ^that the people are 
not generally inclined to like this way, — if it were 
true, it would be no wonder, that betwixt the 
shaking off an old habit, and the introducing of a 
new, there should be difficulty. Do we not see 
them stick to Hopkins and Sternhold's Psalms, and 
forsake those of David, I mean Sandys his translation 
of them ? If by the people you understand the mul- 
titude, the 0/ ToXXoi, itis no matter what they think; 
they are sometimes in the right, sometimes in the 
wrong : their judgment is a mere lottery. Est uU 
plebs recte putat] est ubi peccat* Horace says it of 
the vulgar, judging poesy. But if you mean the 
mixed audience of the populace and the noblesse, I 
dare confidently affirm, that a great part of the lat- 
ter sort are already ftvourable to verse ; and that no 
serious plays, written since the king's return, have 
been more kindly received by them, than " The 
Siege of Rhodes," the " Mustapha," " The In- 
dian Queen," and " Indian Emperor."t 

But I come now to the inference of your first ar- 
gument. You said, that the dialogue of plays is 



* Accurately, 

Interdum vulgus redS videt est ubi pecctU, 

t " The Siege of Rhodes," by Sir William D'Avenant ; 
""Mustapha," by Lord Orrery; *' The Indian Queen," by Sir 
Robert Howard and Dryden ; and << The Indian Emperor," by 
Dryden alone. 
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presented as the effect of sudden thought, but no 
man speaks suddenly, or Mtempore^ in rhyme ; and 
you inferred from thence, that rhyme, which you 
acknowledge to be proper to epic poesy, cannot 
equally be proper to dramatic, unless we could sup- 
pose all men born so much more than poets, that 
verses should be made in them, not by them. 
It has been formerly urged by you, and confessed 

\ by me, that since no man spoke any kind of verse 
'^ i extempore^ that which was nearest nature was to be 

I preferred* I answer you, therefore, by distinguishing 

betwixt what is nearest to the nature of comedy, 

which is the imitation of common persons and or* 

dinary speaking, and what is nearest the nature of 

. a serious play : this last is indeed the representation 

v/ i of nature, but 'tis nature wrought up to an higher 

\f itch. The plot, the characters, the wit,xtbe pas* 
sions, the descriptions, are all exalted above the level 
of common converse, as high as the imagination of 
the poet can carry them, with proportion to verisi- 
mility. Tragedy, we know, is wont to image to us 
the minds and fortunes of noble persons, and to 

I pourtray these exactly ; heroic rhyme is nearest na« 

jture, as being the noblest kind of modern verse. 

Indignatur enim privatise et prope socco 
Dignis, carminious, narrari ccena Th^estey^ 

says Horace : and in another place, 

Effiitire Uves indigna tragadia versus* 

Blank verse is acknowledged to be too low for a 
poem, nay more, for a paper of verses ; but if too 
low for an ordinary sonnet, how much more for 
tragedy, which is, by Aristotle, in the dispute be- 
twixt the epic poesy and the dramatic, for many 
reasons he there alleges, ranked above it ? 
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Bat setting this defence aside, your argument 
is almost as strong against the use of rhyme in 
. poems as in plays ; for the epic way is every where i 
interlaced with dialogue, or discoursive scenes ; and 
therefore you must either grant rhyme to be im- 
proper there, which is contrary to your assertion, 
or admit it into plays by the same title ^hich you 
have given it to poems. For though tragedy be 
justly preferred above the other, yet there is a great 
affinity between them, as may easily be discovered 
in that definition of a play which Lisideius gave ua. 
The genus of them is the same,— -a just and lively 
image o( human nature, in its actions, passions, and 
traverses of fortune : so is the end,--^namely for the 
delight and benefit of mankind. The characters 
4ind persons are still the same, viz. the greatest of 
both sorts ; only the manner of acquainting us with 
those actions, passions, and fortunes, is different. 
Tragedy performs it viva voce^ or by action in dia- 
logue ; wherein it excels the epic poem, which does ( / 
it chiefly by narration, and therefore is not so lively .7 
an image of human nature. However, the agree- \ »* 
ment betwixt them is such, that if rhyme be proper | 
for one, it must be for the other. Verse, 'tis triie, I 
is not the effect of sudden thought ; but this hin- 
ders not that sudden thought may be represented 
in verse, since those thoughts are such as must be 
higher than uature can raise them without preme- 
ditation, especially to a continuance of them, even 
out of verse ; and consequently you cannot imagine 
them to have been sudden, either in the poet or the 
actors. A play, as I have said, to be like nature, is 
to be set above it \ as statues which are placed on 
high are made greater than the life, that they may 
descend to the sight in their just proportion. 

Perhaps I have insisted too long on this objec- 
tion; but the clearing of it will make my stay short- 
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er on the rest. You tell us, Crites, that rhyme ap- 
pears most unnatural in repartees, or short replies ; 
when he who answers, (it being presumed he knew 
; not what the other would say, yet) makes up that 
I part of the verse which was left incomplete, and 
/ supplies both the sound and measure of it. This, 
you say, looks rather like the confederacy of two^ 
than the answer of one. 

This, I confess, is an objection which is in every 
man's mouth, who loves not rhyme : but suppose, I 
beseech you, the repartee were made only in blank 
verse, might not part of the same argument be turn- 
ed against you ? for the measure is as often suppli- 
ed there as it is in rhyme ; the latter half of the 
hemistick as commonly made up, or a second line 
subjoined, as a reply to the former ; which any one 
leaf in Jonson's plays will sufficiently clear to you. 
You will often find in the Greek tragedians, and in 
Seneca, that when a scene grows up into the warmth 
of repartees, (which is the close fighting of it), the 
latter part of the trimeter is supplied by him who 
answers ; and yet it was never observed as a fault 
in them by any of the ancient or modern critics.* 
The case is the same in our verse as it was in theirs ; 
rhyme to us being in lieu of quantity to them. But 
if no latitude is to be allowed a poet, you take from 
him not only his license of quidUbet audendi^ but 
you tie him up in a straiter compass than you 
would a philosopher. This is indeed Musas colere 
f severiores. You would have him follow nature, but 
I he must follow her on foot : you have dismounted 



* There is this great difference^ that, from the mode of pro* 
^nouDcing, the rhjthm of the blank yerse does not necessarily 
obtrude itself on the audience : that of the couplet indabitably 
must. 
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him from his Pegasas. But you tell us, this supply* 
ing the last half of a verse, or adjoining a whole se- 
cond to the former, looks more like the design of 
two, than the answer of one. Suppose we acknow- 
ledge it: How comes this confederacy to be more 
displeasing to you than in a dance which is well 
contrived ? You see there the united design of many 
persons to make up one figure: after they have 
separated themselves in many petty divisions, they 
rejoin one by one into a gross : the confederacy is 
plain amongst them, for chance could never pro- 
duce any thing so beautiful ; and yet there is no- 
thing in it that shocks your sight. I acknowledge 
the band of art appears in repartee, as of necessity 
it must in all kind of verse. But there is also the 
quick and poignant brevity of it (which is an high 
imitation of nature in those sudden gusts of pas- 
sion) to mingle with it ; and this, joined with the 
cadency and sweetness of the rhyme, leaves nothing 
in the soul of the hearer to desire. It is an art 
which appears ; but it appears only like the shadow- 
ings of painture, which being to cause the round- 
ing of it, cannot be absent ; but while that is con- 
sidered, they are lost : so while we attend to the 
other beauties of the matter, the care and labour of 
the rhyme is carried from us, or at least drowned in 
its own sweetness, as bees are sometimes buried 
in their honey. When a poet has found the repar- 
tee, the last perfection he can add to it is, to put 
it into verse. However good the thought may be, 
however apt the words in which it is couched, yet 
he finds himself at a little unrest, while rhyme is 
wanting. He cannot leave it till that comes na- 
turally, and then is at ease, and sits down con- 
tented. 

From replies, which are the most elevated thoughts 
of verse, you pass to those which are most mean, 
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and which are common with the lowest of household 
conversation* In these, you say, the majesty of 
verse suifers. You instance in tl^e calling of a ser- 
vant, or commanding a door to be shut, in rhyme. 
This, Crites, is a good observation of yours, but no 
argument; for it proves no more but that such 
thoughts should be waved, as often as may be, by 
the address of the poet. But suppose they are 
necessary in the places where he uses them, yet 
there is no need to put them into rhyme. He may 
place them in the beginning of a verse, and break 
it off, as unfit, when so debased, for any other use ; 
or granting the worst,-«that they require more room 
than the hemistick will allow, yet still there is a 
choice to be made of the best words, and least vul- 
gar, provided they be apt to express such thoughts. 
Many have blamed rhyme in general for this fault, 
when the 'poet, with a little care, might have re- 
dressed it. But they do it with no more justice, 
than if English poesy should be made ridiculous for 
I the sake of the Water-poet's rhymes.* Our language 



* John Taylor, the Water-poet as be called himself, from his 
profession pf a waterman, was, according to Wood, a man who, 
having a prodigious genie to poetrj, wrote eighty books, which 
not only made much sport at the time, but were thought worthy 
of being remitted into a large folio. He was a staunch cavalier, 
which might in some degree bribe Anthony's judgment of his 
poetry. His poetry is very like that which Skelton wrote a cen- 
tury before him. Among other pieces, there are some comical 
addresses to his subscribers, whom he divides into those who 
had received and paid their books ; those who had done neither ; 
and those who, having received, were unable to pay* To the 
first class he abounds in gratitude ; the second he addresses as 
between hope and despair ; the third he treats civilijr, as they 
were defaulters from inability, and had always given him plenty 
of sack and fair promises : But, as was reason, he reserves the 
extremity of his displeasure for a fourth class of subscribers, who, 
having received his books, refused to pay the subscription. 
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is noblct full, aad signifieant ; smd I ki^ow not why 
he who is master of it may not clothe ordinary 
things in it as decently as the Latin, if he use the 
same diligence in his choice of words : 

Ddectus verborum origo est eloquentia. 

It was the saying of Julius Caesar, one so curious 
in his, that none of them can be changed but for a 
worse. One would think, unlock the door, was a 
thing as vulgar as could be spoken ; and yet Seneca 
could make it sound high and lofty in his Latin : — 

JUserate clusos regii postes laru»* 
Set wide the palace gates. 

But I turn from this exception, both because it 
happens not above twice or thrice in any play that 
those vulgar thoughts are used ; and then too, were 
there no other apology to be made, yet the neces- 
sity of them, which is alike in all kind • of writ-^ 
ing, may excuse them. For if they are little and 
mean in rhyme, they are of consequence such iii 
blank verse. Besides that the great eagerness 
and precipitation with which they are spoken, 
makes us rather mind the substance than the dress ; 
that for which they are spoken, rather than what is 
spoke. For they are always the efiect of some hasty 
concernment, and something of consequence de- 
pends on them. 



* This Sir Robert Howard quoted, in his preface to the 
" Duke of Lerma ;" and unluckily translated it, " Shutting the 
palace gates,", for which Dryden severely animadverts on him, 
Vol. 11. p. 278. 
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ThuSy Critesy I have endeavoured to answer your 
objections : it remains only that I should vindicate 
an argument for verse, which you have gone about 
ito overthrow. It had formerly been said, that the 
easiness of blank verse renders the poet too luxuri- 
ant; but that the labour of rhyme bounds and cir- 
cumscribes an over-fruitful fancy ; the sense there 
being commonly confined to the couplet, and the 
words so ordered, that the rhyme naturally follows 
them, not they the rhyme. To this you answered, 
I that it was no argument to the question in hand ; 
' for the dispute was not, which way a man may 
write best, but which is most proper for the sub- 
ject on which he writes. 

First, give me leave, sir, to remember you, that 
the argument against which you raised this objec- 
tion, was only secondary : it was built on this hy- 
pothesis, — that to write in verse was proper for seri- 
ous plays. Which supposition being granted, (as 
it was briefly made out in that discourse, by shew- 
ing how verse might be made natural), it asserted, 
that this way of writing was an help to the poet's 
judgment, by putting bounds to a wild overflow- 
ing fancy. I think therefore it will not be hard 
for me to make good what it was to prove on that 
supposition. But you add, that were this let pass, 
yet he who wants judgment in the liberty of his 
fancy, may as well shew the defect of it when he 
is confined to verse^ for he who has judgment will 
avoid errors, and he who has it not, will commit 
them in all kinds of writing.' 

This argument, as you have taken it from a most 
acute person,* so, I confess, it carries much weight 
in it: but by using the word judgment here inde- 



* Meaning Sir Robert Howard himself. 
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finitely, you seep to have put a fallacy upon us. 1 
grant, he who has judgment, that is, so profound, 
so strong, or rather so infallible a judgment, that he 
needs no helps to keep it always poised and upright, 
will commit no faults either in rhyme, or out of it. 
And on the other extreme, he who has a judgment 
so weak and crazed, that no helps can correct or 
amend it, shall write scurvily out of rhyme, and 
worse in it. But the first of these judgments is no 
where to be found, and the latter is not fit to write 
at all. To speak therefore of judgment as it is in 
the best poets ; they who have the greatest propor- 
tion of it, want other helps than from it, within. 
As for example, you would be loth to say, that he 
who is endued with a sound judgment, has no need 
of history, geography, or moral philosophy, to write 
correctly. Judgment is indeed the master-work- \ 
man in a play ; but he requires many subordinate i 
hands, many tools to his assistance. And verse I 
affirm to be one of these : it is a rule and line by 
which he keeps his building compact and even, I 
which otherwise lawless imagination would raise! 
either irregularly or loosely ; at least, if the poet \ 
commits errors with this help, he would make 
greater and more without it : — it is, in short, a slow j 
and painful, but the surest kind of working. Ovid, 
whom you accuse for luxuriancy in verse, had per- 
haps been farther guilty of it, had he writ in prose. 
And for your instance of Ben Jonson, who, you say, 
writ exactly without the help of rhyme ; you are 
to remember, it is only an aid to a luxuriant fancy, 
which his was not : as he did not want imagina- 
tion, so none ever said he had much to spare. Nei- 
ther was verse then refined so much, jto be an help 
to that age, as it is to ours. Thus then the second j 
thoughts being usually the best, as receiving the \ 
maturest digestion from judgment, and the last and 
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I roost mature product of those thoughts being art- 

( ful and laboured verse, it may well be inferred, 

: that verse is a great help to a luxuriant fancy ; and 

that is what that arguipent which you opposed was 

to evince. 

Neander was pursuing this discourse so eagerly, 
that Eugenius had called to him twice or thrice, ere 
he took notice that the barge stood still, and that 
they were at the foot of Somerset-stairs, where they 
haa appointed it to land. The company were all 
sorry to separate so soon, though a great part of the 
evening was already spent ; and stood awhile look- 
ing back on the water, upon which the moon-beams 
played, and made it appear like floating quick* 
silver : at last they went up through a crowd of 
French people,* who were merrily dancing in the 
open air, and nothing concerned for the noise of 
guns, which had alarmed the town that afternoon. 
Walking thence together to the Piazze, they part- 
ed there ; Eugenius and Lisideius to some plea- 
sant appointment they had made, and Crites and 
Neander to their several lodgings. 



* From the conduct of Louis XIV. who gradually retrenched 
until he altogether abolished the edict of Nantz, there was a con* 
stant emigration to England of his Huguenot subjects. 
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ThomA3 Rymer, distinguished as the editor of the Fadera 
of England, was in his earlier years ambitious of the fame of a 
critic. In 1678, he published a small duodecimo, entitled, 
*< The Tragedies of the last Age considered and examined by 
the practice of the Ancients, and the common Sense of all Ages, 
in a lettelr to Fleetwood and Shepherd." The criticisins apply 
chiefly to the tragedies of the latter part of the reigns of Elizabeth 
and James I. ; out of which he has singled, as the particular sub- 
jects of reprehension, those of " Rollo," " The Maid's Tra- 
gedy," and ^* King and no King." In this criticism, there was 
<' much malice mingled with a little wit ;" obvious faults and 
absurdities were censured £s disgusting to common sense, on the 
one hand ; on the other, licenses unpractised by the ancients 
were condemned as barbarous and unclassical. 

A severe critic, if able but plausibly to support his remarks 
by learning and acumen, strikes terror through the whole world 
of literature. It is in vain to represent to such a person that he 
only examines the debtor side of the account, and omits to cre- 
dit the unfortunate author with the merit that he has justly a title 
to claim. Instead of a fair accounting between the public and 
the poet, his cause is tried as in a criminal action, wnere, if he 
is convicted of a crime, all the merit of his work will not excuse 
him. There must be something in the mind of man favourable 
to a system which tends to the levelling of talents in the public 
estimation, or such critics as Rymer could never have risen into 
notice* Yet Dryden, in the following projected answer to his 

13 
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Remarks, has treated him with great respect ; and Pope, accord- 
ing to Spence, pronounced him " one of the hest critics we ever 
had." . 

That Dryden should have been desirous to conciliate the fa- 
vour of an avowed critic, was natural enough ; but that Pope 
should have so spoken of Rymer, only argues, ^ither that he 
was prejudiced by the opinions which his youth had sucked in 
from Walsh, Wycherly, and Trumbull, or that his taste for the 
drama was far inferiorto his powers in every other range of poetry. 

If DrydeH had arranged and extended the materids of his an- 
swer, it is possible thalrhe would have treated Rymer with less 
deference than he shewed while collecting them ; for in the lat- 
ter years of Dryden's life they were upon bad terms. See Vol. 
xii. p. 45. and Epistle to Congreve, Vol. xi. p. 57. 

To a reader of the present, day, when the cant of criticism 
has been in some degree abandoned, nothing can be more dis- 
gusting than the remarks of Rymer, who creeps over the most 
beautiful passages of the drama with eyes open only to their de- 
fects, or their departure from scholastic precept ; who denies 
the name of poetrv to the << Paradise Lost," and compares 
ludging of <' RoUo by '< Othello," to adjusting one crooked 
ine by another. But I would be by no means understood to 
say, that there is not sometimes justice, though never mercy, 
in his criticism. 

Dryden had intended to' enter the lists with Rymer in defence 
of the ancient theatre, and with this view had wrote th^ follow- 
ing Heads of an Answer to the Remarks. They were jotted 
down on the blank leaves of a copy of the book presented to 
Dryden by Rymer. The volume faJling into the hands of the 
publishers of 3eaumont and Fletcher's works, in 1711, they pre^ 
fixed Dryden^B observations, as furnishing an apology for meir 
authors. They were again published by Dr Johnson, into 
whose hands they were put by Garrick, who had the original m 
his collection. The arrangement is different in the two copies; 
that of Dr Johnson has been adopted, as preferred by Mr Ma- 
lone. 



t 
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TRAGEDIES OF THE LAST AGE. 



That we may the less wonder why pity and ter- 
ror are not now the only springs on which our 
tragedies move/ and that Shakespeare may be 
more excused, Rapin confesses, that the French 
tragedies now all run on the tendre ; and gives the 
reason, because love is the passion which most pre- 
dominates in our souls ; and that therefore the pas- 
sions represented become insipid, unless they are 



* Rymer sets out with the old dogma, that no source of tra- 
gedy was legitimate; except that springing from pity or terror. 
VOL. XV. 2 B 
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• 

conformable to the thoughts of the audience. But 
it is to be concluded, that this passion works not 
now amongst the French so strongly, as the other 
two did amongst the ancients. Amongst us, who 
have a stronger genius for writing, the operations 
from the writing are much stronger ; for the raising 
of Shakespeare's passions is more from the excellen- 
cy of the words and thoughts, than the justness 
of the occasion ; and if he has been able to pick 
single occasions, he has never founded the whole 
reasonably ; yet, by the genius of poetry in writing, 
he has succeeded* 

Rapin attributes more to the dictiOf that is, to the 
words and discourse of a tragedy, than Aristotle 
has done, who places them in the last rank of beau- 
ties ; perhaps, only last in order, because they are 
the last product of the design, of the disposition or 
connexion of its parts, of the characters, of the 
manners of those characters, and of the thoughts 
proceeding from those manners. Rapin's words are 
remarkable : — It is not the admirable intrigue, the 
surprising events, and extraordinary incidents, that 
make the beauty of a tragedy ; it is the discourses, 
when they are natural and passionate.—^ are 
Shakespeare's. 

The parts of a po?m, tragic or heroic, are, 

1. The fable itself. 

@. The order or manner of its contrivance, in 
relation of the parts to the whole.' 

§. The manners, or decency of the characters, 
in ?pealdng or acting what is proper for themi, and 
proper to be shewn by the poet. 

4. The thoughts, which express the manners. 

5. The words, which express those thoughts. 
In the last of these. Homer excels Virgil j Vii^il 

all other ancient poets ; and Shakespeare all modero 
poets. 
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. For the second of these, the order : the inean- 
ing isi fliat a fable ought t6 have a beginning, mid- 
dle, and an end, all just and natural ; so that that 
part, e. g. which is the middle, could not naturally 
be the beginning or end, and so of the rest ; all de- 
pend on one another, like the links of a curious 
chain. If terror and pity are only to be raised, 
certainly this author follows Aristotle's rules, and 
Sophocles' and Euripides's example ; but jo^ may 
be raised too, and that doubly, either by seeing a 
wicked man punished, or a good man at last for« 
tunate ; or perhaps indignation, to see wickedness 
prosperous, and goodness ' depressed :/ both these 
may be profitable to the end of tragedy, reforma- 
tion of manners \ but the last improperly, only as 
it begets pity in the audience ; though Aristotl^e, I 
confess, j^aces tragedies of this kind in the second 
fdrm. 

He who undertakes to answer this excellent cri- 
tique of Mr Rymer, in behalf of our English poets . 
against the Greek, ought to do it in this manner : 
either by yielding to him the greatest part of what 
he contends for, which consists in this, that the 
fbv^o^, u e. the design and conduct of it, is more con- 
ducing in the Greeks to those ends of tragedy 
which Aristotle and he propose, namely, to cause 
terror and pity \ yet the granting this does not set 
the Greeks above the English poets.^ 

But the answerer ought to prove two things: 
First, that the fable is not the greatest master- \ 
piece of a tragedy, though it be the foundation 
of it. 

Secondly, that other ends, as suitable to the na- 
ture of tragedy, may be found in the English, which 
were not in the Greek. 

Aristotle places the fable first ; -not qttoad digni^ 
tatentt sed quoad fundamentum : for a fable, never so 
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movingly contrived to those ends of his, pity and 
terror, will operate nothing on our afifections, ex- 
cept the characters, manners, thoughts, and words, 
are suitable* 

So that it remains for Mr Rymer to prove, that 
in all those, or the greatest part of them, we are in- 
ferior to Sophocles and Euripides ; and this he has 
offered at, m some measure ; but, I think, a little 
partially to the ancients. 

For the fable itself: it is in the English more 
adorned with episodes, and larger than in the Greek 
poets ; consequently more diverting. For if the 
abtion be but one, and that plain, without any 
counter-turn of design or episode, i. e. under-plot, 
how can it be so pleasing as the English, which 
have both under^plot and a turned design, which 
keeps the audience in expectation of the catastro- 
phe ? whereas in the Greek poets we see through 
the whole design at first. 

For the characters, they are neither so many nor 
so various in Sophocles and Euripides, as in Shake- 
speare and Fletcher ; only they are more adapted 
to those ends of tragedy which Aristotle commends 
to us, pity and terror. 

The manners flow from the characters, and con- 
sequently must partake of their advantages and dis- 
advantages. 

The thoughts and words, which are the fourth 
and fifth beauties of tragedy, are certainly more 
noble and more poetical in the English than in 
the Greek, which must be proved by comparing 
them somewhat more equitably than Mr Rymer 
has done. 

After all, we need not yield, that the English way 
is less conducing to move pity and terror, because 
they often show virtue oppressed and vice punished; 
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where they do not both, or eitlier, they are hot to 
be defended. 

And if we should grant that the Greeks perform- . 
ed this better, perhaps it may admit of dispute, j 
whether pity and terror are either the prime, or / 
at least the only ends of tragedy. ' 

It is not enough that Aristotle has said so, for 
Aristotle drew his models of tragedy from Sopho- 
cles and Euripides ; and if he had seen ours, might 
have changed his mind. And chiefly we have to 
say, (what I hinted on pity and terror, in the last 
paragraph save one), that the punishment of vice 
and reward of virtue are the most adequate ends of 
tragedy, because most conducing to good example 
of life. Now pity is not so easily raised for a cri* 
minal, (and the ancient tragedy always represents 
its chief person such), as it is for an innocent man ; 
and the suffering of innocence and punishment of 
the offender is of the nature of English tragedy : 
contrarily, in the Greek, innocence is unhappy 
often, and the offender escapes. Then we are not 
touched with the sufferings of any sort of men so 
much as of lovers, and this was almost unknown to 
the ancients: so that they neither administered 
poetical justice, of which ^lr Rymer boasts, so well 
as we ; neither knew they the best common-place 
of pity, which is love* / 

He therefore unjustly blames us for not building 
on what the ancients left us ; for it seems, upon 
consideration of the premises, that we have wholly 
finished what they began. 

My judgment on this piece is this : that it is ex- 
tremely learned, but that the author of it is better 
read in the Greek than in the English poets ; that 
all writers ought to study this critique, as the best 
account I have ever seen of the ancients ; that the 
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model of tragedy he has here given' is e:tcell9nt, 
and extremely correct ; but that it is not the. only 
model of all tragedy, becauife it is too i|S4ch cir- 
cumscribed in plot, characters, &c, ; and lastly, that 
/I we may be taught here justly to admire and imi- 
/-Jtate the ancients, without giving them the. pre- 
] ference, with this author, in prejudice to our own 
country. 

Want of method in this , excellent' treatise, 
makes the thoughts of the author sometimes ob- 
scure. 

His meaning, that pity and terror ax:e tp be moy- 
ed, is, that they are to be moved as the means dm* 
ducing to the ends of tragedy, which ard pleasure 
and instruction. 

And these two ends may be thus distinguished. 
The chief end of the poet is to please ; for his im- 
mediate reputation depends on it. 
. The great end of the poem is to instruct, i^hich 
is performed by making pleasure the vehicle of that 
instruction; for poesy is an art, and all arts are 
made to profit— Jlapin. 

The pity which the poet is to labour for, is for 
the criminal, not for those or him whom he has 
murdered, or who have been the occasion of the 
tragedy. The terror is likewise in the punishment 
of the same criminal, who, if be he represented, too 
gteat an offender, will not be pitied.; if altogether 
innocent, his punishment will be unjust. 

Another obscurity is, where he says, Sophocles 
perfected tragedy by introducing the third actor j* 



* " After much new-modelling, many changes, and alterations, 
^schjlus came with a second actor on the stage, and lessened the 
business of the chorus proportionablj. But Sopohcles adding a 
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that is; he.nieanty three kmds of action ; one com- 
papy.singipg, or speaking; another playing on the 
music i a third dancing. 

To make a true judgment in this competition 
tietwixt the iGrreek poets and the English, in tra- 
gedy: . , , 

Consider, . first, how Aristotle has defined a tra* 
gedy. Secondly; . what he assigns the end of it to 
be* Thirdly, what he thinks the beaqties of it. 
Fourthly* the means to attain the end proposed. 

Compare the Greek. and English tragic poets 
justly, and without partiality, according to those 
rules.. . • 

Then, secondly, consider whether Aristotle has 
made a just definition of tragedy; of its parts, of 
its endsj and of its beautie;; ; and whether he, ha* 
ving not seen any others but those of Sophocles, 
Euripides, &c. had, or truly could determine what 
all the excellencies of tragedy are, and wherein 
they consist. 

Next, shew in what ancient tragedy was defi* 
cient ; for example, in the narrowness of its plots, 
and fewnesjs of persons ; and try whether that be 
not a fault in the Greek poets, and whether their 
excellency was so great, when the variety was vi«- 
§ibly so little ; or whether what they did was not 
very easy to do. 

Then make a judgment on what the English have 
added to their beauties ; as, for example, not only 
more plot, but also new passions, as, namely, that 
of love, scarce touched on by the ancients, except 
in this one example of Phaedra, cited by Mr Ry- 
mer } and in that how short they were of Fletcher. 



Ihird actor and painted scenes, gB,ve^ in Aristotle's opinion, the 
utmost perfection to tragedy." Rymer's Remarks, p. IS. 



Digitized by 



Google 



992 HEADi OF AN ANSWER 

Prove also that love, being an heroic passion, is 
i fit for tragedj, which cainnot be denied, because. 
A of the example alleged of Phaedra; and bow far 
Shakespeare has outdone thein in friendship, &c. 
\ To return to the beginning of this inquiry ; cotl-' 
\sider, if pity and terror be enough for tragedy to 
move } and I believe, upon a true definition of tra- 
gedy, it will be found, that its work extends farther; 
^nd that is, to reform manners, by a delightful re- 
. presentation of human life in great persons, by way 
r /of dialogue. If this be true, then not only pity 
' and terror are to be moved, as the only means to 
bring us to virtue, but generally love to virtue, and 
hatred to vice, by showing the rewards of one, and 
punishments of the other ; at least, by rendering 
virtue always amiable, though it be shown unfortu- 
nate, and vice detestable, though it be shown tri- 
umphant* 

If, then, the encouragement of virtue, and dis- 
^ couragement of vice, be the proper ends of poetry 
\in tragedy, pity and terror, though good means, are 
not the only. For all the passions, in their turns, 
are to be set in a ferment j as joy, anger, love, fear, 
are to be used as the poet's common-places, and a 
general concernment for the principal actors is to 
be raised, by making them appear such in their 
characters, their words, and actions, as will interest 
the audience in their fortunes. 

And if, after all, in a larger sense, pity compre- 
hends this concernment for the good, and terror in- 
cludes detestation for the bad, then let us consider 
whether the English have not answered this end of 
tragedy, as well as the ancients, or perhaps better. 
And here Mr Rymer's objections against these 
plays are to be impartially weighed, that we may 
see whether they are of weight enough to turn the 
balance against our countrymen. 
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It is evident, those plays which he arraigns, have 
moved both those passions in a high degree upon 
the stage. 

To give the glory of this away from the poet, 
and to place it upon the actors, seems unjust.* 

One reason is, because whatever actors they have 
found, the event has been the same, that is, the 
same passions have been always moved; which 
shews, that there is something of force and merit 
in the plays themselves, conducing to the design of 
raising these two passions : and suppose them ever 
to have been excellently acted, yet action only adds 
grace, vigour, and more life, upon the stage, but 



• Alluding to the following remarks of Rymer transferring 
the pleasing effect of the plays, which he censures, to the lively 
representation* *^ Amongst those who will be objecting against 
the doctrine I lay down, may peradventure appear a sort of men 
who have remembered so ana so ; and value themselves upon 
their experience. I may write by the book (say they) what I 
have a mind, but they know what will please, lliese area kind 
of stage-quacks and empirics in poetry,. who have got a receipt 
to please ; and no collegiate like them for purging the passions. 

" These say (for instance) a " King and no King pleases. 
I say the comical part pleases. 

<* I say that Mr Hart pleases ; most of the business falls to 
his share, and what he delivers, every one takes upon content ; 
their eyes are prepossessed and charmed by his action, before 
aught of the poet s can approach their ears ; and to die most 
wretched of cnaracters, he gives a lustre and brilliance, which 
dazzles the sight, that the deformities in the poetry cannot be 
perceived." — Remarks^ p. 5. 

He has a similar dbservation in page 138: — ^* We may re- 
member, however we find this scene of Melantius and Amintor 
written in the book, that at the theatre we have a good scene act- 
ed. There is work cut out, and both our ^sopus and Rosciud 
are on the stage together: whatever defect may be in Amintor 
and Melantius, Mr Hart and Mr Mohun are wanting in nothing. 
To these we owe for what is pleasing in the scene % and to this 
scene we may impute the success of the '' Maid's Tragedy," 
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caoDbt give it wholly where it is not first But se- 
condly, I dare appeal to those who have never seen 
them acted, if they have not found these two pas- 
8ions,moved within them*; and if the general voice 
will carry it, Mr Rymer's prejudice will take off his 
single testimony* ' 

This, being matter of fact, is reasonably to be es* 
tablished by this appeal ; as if one n^an says it is 
night, when the rest of the world conclude it to be 
day, there needs no farther argument against him^i 
that it is so. 

If he urge, that the general tasie is deprived, his 
arguments to prov^ this can at best but evince, that 
our poets took not the best way to raise those pas- 
sions; but experience proves against him» that 
those means which they have used have been suc- 
cessful, and have produced them* 

And one reason of that success is, in my opinion, 
this, that Shakespeare and Fletcher have written to 
tlie genius of the age and nation in which they 
lived ; for though nature, as be objects, is the same 
in all places, and reason too the same, yet the cli- 
mate, the age, the disposition of the people, to 
whom a poet writes, may be so different^ that what 
pleased the Greeks would not satisfy an English 
audience. 

And if they proceeded upon a foundation of truer 
reason to please the Athenians, than Shakespeare 
and Fletcher to please the English, it only shews^ 
that the Athenians were a more judicious people ; 
but the poet's business is certainly to please the au- 
dience. ^ 

Whether our English audience have beeg please^ 
hitherto with acorns, as he calls it, or with bread, 
is the next question ; that is, whether the means 
which Shakespeare and Fletcher have used in their 
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plays to raise those passions before Qsuned, be better 
applied to tbe ends by the Greek poets than by 
them. And perhaps we shall not grant iiiin this 
wholly : let it be yielded, that a writer is not to run 
down with the stream, or to please the people by 
their own usual methods, but rather to reform their . 
judgments, — ^it still remains to prove, that our ' 
theatre needs this total reformation. 

The faults. which he has found in their designs, 
are rather wittily aggravated in many places, than 
reasonably urged ; and as much may be returned 
on the Greeks by one who were as witty as him- 
sel£ 

2. They destroy not, if they are granted, the 
foundation of the fabric, only take away from the 
beauty of the symmetry : for example, the faults in 
the character of the " King and no King*** are not 
as he makes them, such as render him detestable, 
but only imperfections which accompany human 
nature, and are for the most part excused by the 
violence of his love ; so that they destroy not our 
pity or concernment for him. This answer may be 
applied to most of his objections of that kind. 

And RoUo t committing many murders, when he 



* After laying it down as a necessary rule, that a king in tra- 
gedy is, exjurcy a liero» Bymer proceeds to arraign the character 
of Arhacesy for his Tain-glory, presuYnption, incestuous passion 
for his sister, and extravagance of language. He sums his 
character up in the words 01 the Irish inscription : 

For fierceness and for furiousness, 
Men call me the queen's mortar-piece. 

f " When Rollo has murdered his brother, he stands con- 
demned by the laws of poetry ; and nothing remains but that 
the poet see him executed, and the poet is to answer for all the 
mischief committed afterwards. But Rollo we find his made his 
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is answerable but for one, is too severelj arraigned 
hy him, for it adds to our horror and detestation of 
the criminal ; and poetic justice is not neglected 
neither, for we stab him in our minds for every of- 
fence which he commits ; and the point which the 
poet is to gain on the audience is not sd much in 
the death of an offender, as the raising an horror 
of his crimes. 

That the criminal should neither be whoUj guil- 
ty, nor wholly innocent, but so participating of both 
as to move both pity and terror, is certainly a good 
rule, but not perpetually to be observed ; for that 
were to make all tragedies too much alike ; which 
objection he foresaw, but has not fully answered. 

To conclude, therefore ; if the plays of the an- 
cients are more correctly plotted, ours are more 
/beautifully written. And if we can raise passions 
as high on worse foundations, it shews our genius 
in tragedy is greater ; for, in all other parts of it» 
the English have manifestly excelled them. 



escape^ and woe be to the chancellor, to the schooKmaster, and 
to the chanpellor's roan ; for those are to be men of thig world 
DO longer. Here is like to be poetical justice, so many lives 
taken away, and but the life of one guilty person to answer for 
all ; and is not this a strange method of killing ? If the planets 
had contrived him for a cock of thirteen, his first victory shoQld 
not have been the most important ; he should first have practis- 
ed on his subjects,' and have risen by degrees to the height of 
iniquity. His brother sovereign was his top-murder ; nothing 
remained after that, unless it were his lady-mother.*' 
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TO 



NOTES AND OBSERVATIONS 



ON 



THE EMPRESS OF MOROCCO. 



Thb following effusioB of spleeiii which is altogether unwor-* 
thy of Dryden, took its rise in the animosity of literary rivalship. 

About 1673, the Earl of Rochester, who had been formerly on 
good terms with Dryden, had received a dedication from him, and 
made a suitable return of compliment,* became his .bitter oppo- 
nent and enemy. This was probably owin^* to Drydea's intima- 
cy with Sheffield, Earl M ulgrave, who had challenged Rochester, 
and publicly branded him with cowardice for his refusal to fight 
him. f The witty and profligate courtier turned that resent- 
ment aeainst the poet, which he durst not show to the patron, 
and endeavoured to injure him on evenr opportunity. 

Elkanah Settle, whom we have had former opportunities to 
commemorate, was now rising into notice. He was the son of Jo- 
seph Settle, of Dunstable, in Bedfordshire, and had distinguish- 
ed himself by a tragedy, called << Cambyses, King of Persia,'' 
which was acted for three weeks together. Imboldened by thjp 



• See Vol. IV. p. 2S5. 

f See the story as told by Sheffield himself, p. 215. 
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success, he prodqeed a second play, entitled « The Empress of 
Morocco.'* Upon this tragedy, and its author, Rochester fixed, 
as the implements of his plan, to humble and mortify Dryden. 
He made use of his influence to introduce Settle at court as a poet 
greatly superior to our bard ; and he was received at least upon 
equal terms with him* Eyen Sheffield contributed to Dryden's 
mortification, and, perhaps in obedience to the king, graced ''The 
Empress of Morocco" with a prologue of his own writing, which 
was spoken by Lady Betty Howard, when the piece was presented 
at Whitehall, by the gentlemen and ladies of the court. Roches- 
ter wrote a second prologue, which was spoken by the same lady, 
on a second representation of the same distinguished kind. The 
bookseller contributed his share of celebrity to the piece, by de« 
corating it with four engravings, each representing a scene in the 
play ; an honour which had not hitherto been conferred on any 
single play : with these decorations it sold for two shillings, being 
double the common price. Lastly, the public bought up the edi- 
tion with great rapidity, and very naturally employed themselves 
in weighing the merits of the new bard against those of our au- 
thor, who had hitherto reigned paramount over the drama. 

All these circumstances combined to vex the spirit of Diyden. 
There was not only a vile bombastic production publicly weighed 
against his most laboured plays, but the author, presuming upon 
the countenance of a numerous part^ among the public, had 
openly bid him defiance, by sundry irreverend sneers at him 
in the prefatory epistle of his gamisned and bedizened'perform- 
ance. This Dryden termed, <' a most arrogant, calumniating, 
ill-natured, and scandalous pre&ce." * 



* It is addreflsed to Henry Earl of Norwich, and is obviously levelled 
against the manner of our author's dedications. ' ** The imtiiudence' of scribblers 
in this age has so corrupted the original design of dedications^ that hkfate'l 
dbfe tell you this trifle begs your Lordship's protection, X ought first to ex- 
amine on what grounds I make the attack ; for npw every thing that ere saw 
the stage, how modest soever it has been there, without daring to shew its 
face above three dajrs, has yet the arrogance to Umist itself into the world in 
print, with a great name beifore it : When the fawning scribbler shall compen- 
diously say, — The factions of critics, the ill time of the year, and the worse 
acting of the players, has prejudiced his play; but be doubts not, bat Us 
grace, or his honour's more impartial judgment will find that pavdoinabU^ 
which the world has so maliciously censured ; that is as much as to say,-— Sir, 
you are the only person at court, whose blind side I dare venture on ; not 
doubdngf but your good nature will excuse what all the world (except the au- 
thor) has justly condemned. Thus a dedication, which was formerly a present 
to a person of qusHty, is now made a libel on him ; whilst the poet either sup- 
poses his patron to be so great a sot to defend that in print which he hissed off 
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It had been undoubtedly wine in Dryden to have diadidned to 
enter Uie arena witib siibH an antagonist. ' Settle nrast soott have 
sunk by his own Weight,' to the dishonour and confusion of his Aip« 
porters;* but the spirit of controversy and partV irere to buoy 
nim up a little longer. Our author, irritated and imprudent, en- 
tered into a league with ShadWieB, (afterwards a hostile name,) 
and with John Crowiie, another dramatist of the day, to humble 
at once the pride of Settle, by such a criticbm as should makb 
his party ashamed of their poet, and the poet of his own produc- 
tion. Accordingly, ^The Notes and Observations on tiie Em- 
press of Morocpo, the work of the three allies, came fortli in4to, 
in 16'/4. None of the consequences followed which Dryden had 
probably expected: Settle retorted, and stupid and vulgar as he 
wasi it was hardly possible for him to fall beneath the Billmgsgate 
with which he had been assailed;* On the contrary^ he rather 



the stage; or else makes himself a greater, in asking a favour from him, 
wfaidr he never expects to' obtiun. Hdwevef,' that which is abose to the pa- 
tron, is a complinieht to the bookseller, who whispers the poet, and tells hfih, 
Sir, your play had misfortune, and all that>— 4}ut if you'd but write a dedica- 
tion, or preface. — The poet takes the hint, picks out a person of honour, tells 
him he has a great deal of wit, gives us an account who writ sense in the last 
age,' supposing we cannot be ignorant who writes it in this ; disputes the na* 
ture of verse, answers a cavil oir two, quibbles upon the cour^ huBi the cri- 
tics, and the work's done. *Tis not to be imagined how far a sheet of this 
goes to make a bookseller rich, and a poet famous. 

" But, my lord, whilst I trouble you with this kind of discourse, I beg you 
would not think I design to give rules to the press, as some of our tribe have 
done to the stage; or ^bat I find fault with their dedications, in compliment 
to my own : no, that's a trick I do not pretend to." 

* He thus characterizes his three antagonistsL 

** Thej^upon, with very little conjuration, by those three remarkable qua- 
lities of raiUngt boasHngt and thieving, I found a Dryden in the frontispiece ; 
then going through the preface, I observed the drawing of a fool's picture to 
be the design of the whole piece ; and reflecting on the painter, I considered 
that probably the pamphlet might be like his plays, not to be written without 
help: and according to expectadou, I discovered the author of ** Epsom 
Wells," and the audior of " Pandion and Amphigenia," lent their assistance. 
How ! Three to one, thought I ! and three gentlemen of such disagreeing 
qualifications in one club ! Ilie first, a man tfiat has had wit, but is past it ; 
Uie second, that has it, if he can keep it ; and the third, that neither has, nor 
is ever like to have it Then boldly on I went, and fortified with patience 
(as I found it required) for a full perusal, I wondered the less, at the defor- 
mity of the piece, when such different heads went to the composure. The first 
of these is the only person that pretends an injury, received from a satiric 
line or two in the " Epistle to Morocco ;" and consequently I conclude him 
the promoter of so ill-natured a retort The second, I suppose only putting 
his comical hand, to help forward with the mirth of so ridiculous a libel ; and 
the third, perhaps out of a vain-glory of being in print, knowing himself to 
be such a reptile in poetry, that he's beholden to lampoon for giving the 
world to know that there is such a writer in being." 
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gained reputation by the contest, and fairly divided with Dry- 
den the applauses of the court and of the universities. It was 
not until the controversy subsided, that Elkanah lost his unnatu- 
ral and unmerited literary importance. In the mean time, the 
feud between Dryden and him was inflamed by political hatred, 
and at length procured Elkanah the bitter distinction of bemg 
described in *^ Absalom and Achitophel," under the name of 
Doeg. Vol. IX. pages 331. 873. 

It were to be wished) our author could be exculpated from 
any share in the coarse and illiberal invective which follows 
these introductory remarks. But it is too certain, from the evi- 
dence of Dennis, as well as Settle's affirmation, that Dryden did 
stoop to revise the pamphlet, and probably to write the prefiace 
and postscript These cannot therefore be rejected from a full 
edition of his works ; but I willingly follow Mr Malone's autho- 
rity in rejecting the rest of the pamphlet, excepting a small spe- 
cimen. 

Morally considered, the piece affords an useful lesson, how 
much irritation can debase even the composition of genius. 
The best satirist, like a fencer, loses the skill of his art when he 
loses his temper ; and if Dnrden afterwards succeeded in mak- 
ing a ridiculous portrait of Elkanah Settle, it was because he 
had lost apprehension of him as a rival, and cooled his indigna- 
tion with a proportion of contempt suitable to its object. 



Digitized by 



Google 



PREFACE 



TO 



NOTES AND OBSERVATIONS 



OK 



THE EMPRESS OF MOROCCO. 



When I first saw " The Empress of Morocco^ 
though I found it then to be a rhapsody of nonsense, 
I was very well contented to have let it pass, that 
the reputation of a new author might not be wholly 
damned ; but that he might be encouraged to make 
his audience some part of amends another time. In 
order to this, I strained a point of conscience to cry 
up some passages of the play, which I hoped would 
recommend it to the liking of the more favourable 
judges ; but the ill report it had from those that 
had seen it at Whitehall, had already done its busi- 
ness with judicious men. It was generally disliked 
by them ; and but for the help of scenes, and ha*^ 

VOL. XV. 2 c 
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bits, and a dancing tree, even the Ludgate audience 
had forsaken it.* 

After this ill success, one would have thought 
the poet should have been sufficiently mortified } 
and though he were not naturally modest, shquld 
at least have deferred the showing of his impudence 
till a fitter season : but instead of this, he has writ- 
ten before his play the most arrogant, calumniating, 
ill-mannered, and senseless Preface I ever saw. 
This upstart illiterate scribbler, who lies more open 
to censure than any writer of the age, comes 
amongst the poets, like one of the earth-born bre- 
thren ; and his first business in the world is to at- 
tack and murder all his fellows. This, I confess, 
raised a little indignation in me, as much as I was 
capable of for so contemptible a wretch, and made 
me think it somewhat necessary that he should be 
made an example, to the discouragement of all 
such petulant ill writers ; and that he should be 
dragged out of that obscurity to which his^ own 
poetry would for ever have condemned him. I 
knew, indeed, that to write against him was to do 
him too great an honour -, but I considered Ben Jon- 
son had done it before to Dekker, ,our author^s pre- 
decessor, whom he chastised in his '^ Poetaster,'^ 
under the character of Crispinus ; and brought him 
in vomiting up his fustian and nonsense.t Should 



* There was a royal theatre at Whitehall, where this play was 
twice acted. This playhouse was burned in 1697. The danc^ 
ing tree refers to this stage direction in the second act : ** A 
Moorish dance is presented by Moors in several habits, who 
bring in an artificial palm-tree, about which they dance to seve- 
ral antique instruments of music/' 

+ For Ben Jonson's controversy with Dekker, See Vol. X. p. 
451. Dekker was as far superior to Settle, as Dry den was %a 
Jonson. 
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mir poet have been introduced in the same manner, 
he must have disgorged his whole play, ere he had. 
been cleansed. Never did I see such a confused 
heap of false grammar, improper English, strained 
hyperboles, and downright bulls. His plot is in- 
coherent, and full of absurdities, and the characters 
of his persons so ill chosen, that they are all either 
knaves or fools ; only his knaves are fools into the 
bargain, and so must be of necessity, while they are 
in his management. They all speak alike, and 
without distinction of character; that is, every 
one rants, and swaggers, and talks nonsense abun- 
dantly. He steals notoriously from his contempo- 
raries, but he so alters the property, by disguising 
his theft in ill English and bad applications, that 
he makes the child his own by deforming it : — male 
dum recitas, incipit esse tutcs. A poet, when he sees 
his thoughts in so ill a dress, is ashamed to confess 
they ever belonged to him. For the Latin and 
Greek authors, he had certainly done them the 
same injury he has done the English, but that he 
has the excuse of Aretine for not railing against 
God ; — he steals not from them, because he never 
knew them. In short, he is an animal of a 
most deplored understanding, without reading and 
conversation : his being is in a twilight of sense, 
and some glimmering of thought, which he, can 
never fashion either into wit or English. His 
style is boisterous and rough-hewn ; his rhyme in* 
corrigibly lewd, and his numbers perpetually harsh 
and ill sounding. That little talent which he has, 
is fancy. He^ sometimes labours with a thought, 
but with the pudder he makes to bring it into the 
world, it is commonly still-born ; so that, for want 
of learning and elocution, he will never be able to 
express any thing either naturally or justly. This 
subjects him on all occasions to false allusions, and 
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ypiAtAken pdots of wit* An for judgment, he hu 
not t^e lea9t grain of it { and tberafore ail his plays 
«9riU foe a mere coofuiion* What a beastly pattern 
pf a king, whom he intends virtuous* has he shewn 
in bis Muly Labas? Yet he ib the only person who 
4S kept to his character ; for he is a perpetual fool ; 
itnd I dare uqd^take, that if he were played by 
NekeSy who acted just such another monarch in 
** Maobethy- ' * it would give new life to the play, 
0jad do it more good than all its devils. But of sil 
women^ the Lord bless us from his Laula ! nobody 
^n be safe from hear e she is so naturally mischiev- 
ous, that she kills without the least occasion, for 
the mere lechery of bloodsheds I suspect he took 
her character from the poisoning woman, who, they 
aay, makes almost as little ceremony of a murder as 
that Queen. 

It were endless to run over the rest ; but thev are 
all of the same stamp. He has a heavy hand at fools, 
and a great felicity in writing nonimise for them. 
Fools they will be in spite of him. His king, his 
two empresses, his villain, and his sub-villain, nay 
his hero, have all a certain natural cast of the father ; 
one turn of the countenance goes through all his 
children* Their folly was born and i>red in them ; 
and something of the Elkanah will be visible* Our 
poet, in writing fools, has very much in him of that 
sign-post painter, who was famous only fbr draw- 
ing roses } when a vintner desired him to paint a 
lion, he answered, he would do it to content him. 



* T1ii9 $t^mh ss conjectured by Mr Malone, to have been 
lome parody on Macbeth, which, strange to tell ! had been con- 
vertea into a sort of opera by D' Avenant. Such burlesque per- 
lormaQcet were fashionable about this time. 
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iHit he wM sore it wcrttld be Hke a rose. Yet since 
the cooitnon audience are much of his leve]^» and 
both the great vulgar and the small Us Mr Cow« 
ley calb them) are apt to admire what they do- 
not understand, fonme igmtum habentpro magn^* 
eojf and think all which rumbled is heroic^ it will 
be no wonder if he pass^foif a great author amongst 
town fools and city wits. With these men^ they 
who laugh at him will be thought envious -^ for they 
will be sure to rise up in arms for nonsense^ and 
violently defend a cause in which they are engag- 
ed by the ties of nature and education. But it will 
be for the bene^ of mankind hereafter to observe 
what kind of people they are who fre^ent tbia 
play, that men of common sense may know whom 
to abun^ Yet I dare assure the reader, that one* 
half of the faults and absurditiea are not shewn $ 
what is here ia only selected fustian, impertinencetr 
and fklse grammar. There is^ as much behind, aa 
would reasonably damn as many plays as there are 
acts } for I am snre there are no four lines together,^ 
which are free from some error, and commonly a 
grosii one^ But here is enough to take a taste of^ 
him ; to have observed all, were to have swelled a 
volume, and have made you pay as dear for a fool'a 
picture, as you have done for his tragedy witb 
sculptures.. 



^< Aft mea in incense send up vows to heaveiu*' 
Mmpress of Morocco^ Act 11. 

As if incense could carry up thoughts, or a thought 
go up in smoke : he may as well say» he will roasts 
or bake thoughts^ as smoke them. And the allu-^ 
sion too is very agreeable and natural : he com« 
pares thunder, lightning, and roaring of gunjs, ta 
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incense ; and says thus, — ^he expresses his loud jojs 
in a concert of thundering guns, as men send up 
silent vows in gentle incense. If this description is 
not plentifully supplied with nonsense, I will refer 
myself to the reader. No doubt it was worth our 
poet's pains to cut a river up to Morocco, for the 
sake of such a description of ships as this. A rare 
and studied piece it is* The poet has employed his 
art about every line, that it may be esteemed a cu- 
riosity in its kind, and himself a person endowed 
with a peculiar talent in writing new and exact 
nonsense. . And for this no doubt it was, that our 
poet was so much courted, sent for from place to 
place, that you could hardly cross a street but you 
met him puffing and blowing, with his fardel of non- 
sense under his arm, driving his bulls in haste to 
some great person or other to shew them, as if he 
bad lately come out of Asia or Africa with strange 
kinds of dromedaries, rhinoceroses, or a new Cam- 
byses, a beast more monstrous than any of the for- 
mer. Nay, both the play-houses contended for him, 
as if he had found out some new way of eating fire. 
No doubt their design was to entertain the town 
with a rarity. People had been long weary of good 
sense that looked like nonsense, and now they 
would treat them with nonsense which yet looked 
very like sense. But as he that pretended he 
would shew a beast which was very like a horse, 
and was no horse, set people much admiring what 
strange animal it should be,, but when they came 
in, and found it was nothing but a plain grey mare, 
laughed a while at the conceit, but were ready after 
to stone the fellow for his impudence ; so it must 
needs fare with our poet, when his upper-gallery 
fools discover they have tricks put upon them, and 
all that they have so ignorantly clapped is down- 
right nonsense. And for my part, I cannot but ad- 



Digitized by 



Google 



EMPRESS Ot- M0R0(5€0. 407 

mire, that not only to those who know, or at least 
have had time enough to learn, what sense is, but 
also to a people who, of all nations in the world, pre- 
tend to understand best what belongs to shipping, 
our poet should dare to offer this fustian for sense 
and a description of ships ; a description so ridicu- 
lous, that Muly Labas, as errant a fob), and as igno- 
rant of ships as he is, must needs discover that he is 
abused, and that ships cannot be such things as the 
poet makes them. But the poet has not only been 
so impudent to expose all this stuff, but so arrogant 
to defend it with an Epistle ; like a saucy booth- 
keeper, that when he had put a cheat upon the peo- 
ple, would wrangle and fight with any that \\^ould 
not like it, or would offer to discover it ; for which 
arrogance our poet receives this correction ; and to 
jerk him a .little the sharper, 1 will not transpose 
his verse, but by the help of his own words trans- 
nonsense* sense, that, by my stuff, people may judge 
the better what his is : 



Great Boy, thy tragedy and sculptures done, 

From press and plates, in fleets do homeward run : 

And in ridiculous .and humble pride, 

Their course in ballad-singers*. baskets guide; 

Whose greasy twigs do all new beauties take 

From the gay shows thy dainty sculptures make. 

Thy lines a mess of rhyming nonsense yield, 

A senseless tale» with fluttering fustian flU'd. 

No grain of sense does in one line appear ; 

Thy words big bulks of boisterous bombast bear ; 

With noise they ioove, and from players' mouths rebound, 

When their tongues dance to thy words' empty sound. 

By thee inspired, thy rumbh'ng verses roll, 

As if that rhyme and bombast lent a soul ; 

And with that soul they seem taught duty too ; 

To huffing words does humble nonsense bow, 

As if it would thy worthless worth enhance, 

To the lowest rank of fops thy praise advance. 
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To whom hj imtinct all Ay stuff itdtfur s 
Their loud clapg echo to the theatre* 
From breaths of fools thy commendation spreads, - 
Fame sings thy praise with mouths of loggerheads ; 
With noise and lau^hiog each thy fustian greets, 
'Tis elapp'd hj choirs of empty-headed citS} 
Who have their tribute sent, and homage given« 
As men in whispers send loud noise to heaven J^ 

Thus I have daubed htm with his own puddle. 
And now we are come from aboard his dancing, 
masquing, rebounding, breathing fleet ; and as if 
we had landed at Gotham, we meet nothing but 
fools and nonsense. 

Order and harmony in each appear, 

Their lofty bulks the flaming billows bear ; 

In state they more, and on the waves rebound, 

As if they danced to their own trumpets* sound ; 

By winds inspired, with lively grace they roll, 

Aa if that breath and motion lent a soul ; 

And with that soul they seem tat^ht duty too. 

Their topsails lower'd, their heads with reverence bow^ 



* These lines are a parody on the following passage in ** The 
Empress of Morocco, (act ii. sc. l.) which, we are told in the 
Remarks, was much admired. 

The scene opened^ is represented the prospect of a large rivety toith 
a glorious Jleet of ships, supposed to he the navy of Muly 
Hamet. After the sound of trumpets, and the discharging of 
guns, 

Enter King, young Queen, Hametalh a^, and Attendants, 

Hamet* Great Sir, your royal father's general 
Prince Muly Hamet's fleet does homeward sail, 
And in a solemn and triumphant pride 
Their course up the great nver Teosifl guide, 
Whose gilded currents do new glories take 
From the reflexion his bright streamers make. 
The waves a masque of martial pageants yield, 
A flying army on a floating field. 
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At if Ihey would their geneiAl'ft worth enhaiu^ 
From him by instinct taught allegiance* 
Whilst the loud cannons echo to the shore, 
Their flaming breaths salute jou emperor ; 
From their deep mouths he does your glory stng» 
With thunder and with lightning greets his King. 
Thus to express his joys, in a loud choir. 
And concert of winged messengers of fire, 
He has his tribute sent, and homage given, 
As men in incense send up tows to heaven. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Some who are pleased with the bare souitd of 
verse, or the rumbling of robustious nonsense, will 
be apt to think Mr Settle too severely handled in 
this pamphlet; but I do assure the reader, that there 
are a vast number of errors passed by, perhaps as 
many, or more, than are taken notice of, both to 
avoid the tediousne^ of the work, and the great- 
ness. It might have occasioned a volume upon 
such a trifle* I dare affirm, that no objections in 
this book are fruitless cavils : but if, through too 
much haste, Mr Settle may be accused of any seem- 
ing fault, which may reasonably be defended, let 
the passing by many gross errors without repreben- 
sion compound for it. I am not ignorant, that his 
admirers, who most commonly are women, will re- 
sent this very ill ; and some little friends of his, 
who are smatterers in poetry, will be ready for most 
of his gross errors to use that much mistaken plea 
of poetica licentia^ which words fools are apt to use 
for the palliating the most absurd nonsense in any 
poem. I cannot find when poets had liberty, from 
any authority, to write nonsense, more than any 
other men. Nor is that plea of poetica Hcentia used 
as a subterfuge by any but weak professors of that 
art, who are commonly given over to a mist of 
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fancy, a buzzing of in vention, and a sound of donie^ 
thing like sense, and have no use of judgrt)ent4 
They never think thoroughly, but the best of their 
thoughts are like those we have in dreams, imper- 
fect ; which though perhaps we are often pleased 
with sleeping, we blush at waking. The licentious 
wildness and extravagance of such men's qonceits 
have made poetry contemned by some, though it 
be very unjust for any to condemn the science for 
the weakness of some of the professors. 

Men that are given over to fancy only, are little 
better than madmen. What people say of fire, viz. 
that it is a good servant, but an ill master, may not 
unaptly be applied to fancy ; which, when it is too 
active, rages, but when cooled and allayed by the 
judgment, produces admirable effects. But this rage 
of ^ncy is never Mr Settle's crime ; he has too 
much phlegm, and too little choler, to be accused 
of this. He has all the pangs and throes of a fan- 
ciful poet, but is never delivered of any more per- 
fect issue of his phlegmatic brain, than a dull 
Dutchwoman's sooterkin is of her body. 

His style is very muddy, and yet much laboured; 
for his meaning (for sense there is not much) is 
most commonly obscure, but never by reason of too 
much height, but lowness. . His fancy never flies 
out of sight, but often sinks out of sight :— but 
now I hope the reader will excuse some digression 
upon the extravagant use of fancy and poetical 
license. 

Fanciful poetry and music, used with modera- 
tion, are good ; but men who are wholly given over 
to either of them, are commonly as full of whimsies 
as diseased and splenetic men can be. Their heads 
are continually hot, and they have the same eleva- 
tion of fancy sober, which men of sense have when 
they drink. So wine used moderately does not take 
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Aw^y the judgment^ but used continually, debauched 
men's understandings^ and turns them into sots, 
making their heads continually hot by accident^ as 
the others are by nature t so, mere poets and mere 
musicians are as sottish as mere drunkards are, who 
live in a continual mist, without seeing or judging 
any thing clearly. 

A man should be learned in several sciences, and 
should have a reasonable, philosophical, and in some 
measure a mathematical head, to be a complete and 
excellent poet ; and besides this, should have expe- 
rience in all sorts of humours and manners of men; 
should be thoroughly skilled in conversation, and 
should have a great knowledge of mankind in ge- 
neral. Mr Settle having never studied any sort of 
learning but poetry, and that but slenderly, as you 
may find by his writings, and having besides no 
c(ther advantages, must make very lame work on*t : 
ne himself declares, he neither reads, nor cares for 
conversation ; so that he would persuade us he is a 
kind of. fanatic in poetry, and has a light within 
him, and writes by an inspiration ; which (like that 
of the heathen prophets) a man must have no sense 
of his own when he receives; and no doubt he 
would be thought inspired, and would be reverenc'^ 
ed extremely in the country where Santons are wor- 
shipped. But some will, I doubt not, object, that 
poetry should not be reduced to the strictness of 
Qiathematics ; to which I answer, it ought to be 
so far mathematical as to hsve likeness and propor- 
tion, since they will all confess that it is a kind of 
painting. But they will perhaps say, that a poem is 
a picture to be seen at a distance, and therefore 
ought to be bigger than the life. I confess there 
must be a due* distance allowed for the seeing of 
any thing in th^ world ; for an object can no more 
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be seen at all too near» than too fiir off tbe eye : Bot 
granting that a poem is a picture to be viewed at a 
great distance, tlie distance and the bigness ought 
to be so suited, as though the picture be much big* 
ger than the life, yet it most not seem so; and what 
miserable mistakes some poets make for want ai 
knowing this truly, I leave to men of sense to judge;; 
and by the way, let us consider that dramatic poetiy, 
especially the English^ brings the picture neater the 
eye, than any other sort of poetry. 

But some will say after this, what license is left 
for poets ? Certainly the same that good poets ever 
took, without being fiulty, (for surely the b^t 
were so sometimes, because they were but rnenX 
and that license is fiction ; which kind of poetry ia 
like that of landscape^painting ; and poeafis of this 
nature^ though they be not rera,, ought to be veru 
shnitia. 

The great art of poets ia either the adorning and 
^beautifying of truth, or the inventing pleasing aod 
torobable fictions. If they invent impossible fabler 
like some of j^sop's^ they ought to havcj such mo^dis 
irouched under them, as may tend to the instroedon 
jof mankind, or the regulation of manners, or they 
can be of no use ; nor can they really delight any 
but such as would be pleased with 'JTom Tbumrb, 
without these circumstances. But there are some 
pedants,^ who will quote authority from the ancients 
for the faults and extravagancies of some of th^ 
modems ^ who being scble to intimate nothing but 
the faults of the classic authors, mistake them for 
their excellencies. I speak with all due reverence 
ta the ancients; for no man esteems their perfections 
more than myself, though I confess I have not that 
blind implicit faith in them which some ignorant 
schoolmasters would impose upon us, to believe in 
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all their errors, and own all their crimes : to some 
pedants every thing in them is of that authority, 
that they will create a new figure of rhetoric out 
of the fault of an old poet. I am apt to believe the 
same faults were found in them, when they wrote, 
which men of sense find now ; but not the excel- 
lencies which schoolmasters would persuade us: yet 
I must say now, 

Nobis non licet €$se iam disertiSf 
Musas qui colimus severiores. 

Martial. Epigr. ix. 12. 
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HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD. 



This play was written by John Dryden^ our authors second son^ 
ana is said to have been Joundea on a real incident which hap^ 
pened at Rome. It was dedicated to Sir Robert Howard, the 
authors uncle, and acted in 1696, with the advantages of a 
Prologue from Congreve, and an Epilogue from our author^. 
See Vol. X.p- 423, 



1 HAVE thought convenient to acquaint the reader 
with somewhat concerning this comedy, though 
perhaps not worth his knowledge. It was sent me 
from Italy some years since, by my second son, to 
try its fortune on the stage ; and being the essay 
of a young unexperienced author, to confess the 
truth, I thought it not worthy of that honour. It 
is true, I was not wilting to discourage him so far, 
as to tell him plainly my opinion, but it seems be 
guessed somewhat of my mind, by my long delays 
of his expectation ; and therefore, in my absence 
from the town last summer, took the boldness to 
dedicate his play to that person of honour whose 
name you will find before his Epistle. It was re- 

47 
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ceived by that noble gentleman with so much can- 
dour and generosity, as neither my son nor I could 
deserve from him. Then the play was no longer 
in my power : the patron demanding it in his own 
right, it was delivered to him ; and he was farther 
pleased, during my sickness, to put it into that 
method in which you find it ; the loose scenes 
digested into order, and knit into a tale. 

As it is, I think it may pass amongst the rest of 
our new plays : I know but two authors, and they 
are both my friends,* who have done better since 
the Revolution. This I dare venture to maintain, 
that the taste of the age is wretchedly depraved in 
all sorts of poetry ; nothing almost but what is 
abominably bad can please. The young hounds, 
who ought to come behind, now lead the pack ; 
but they miserably mistake the scent. Their poets, 
worthy of such an audience, know not how to dis- 
tinguish their characters ; the manners are all alike 
inconsistent, and interfering with each other. There 
is scarce a man or woman of God's making in all 
their farces, yet they raise an unnatural sort of 
laughter, the common effect of buffoonery ; and 
the rabble, which takes this for wit, will endure no 
better, because it is above their understanding. 
This account I take from the best judges ; for I 
thank God, I have had the grace hitherto to avoid 
the seeing or reading of their gallimaufries. But 
it is the latter end of a century, and I hope the 
next will begin better. 

This play, I dare assure the reader, is none of 
those ; it may want beauties, but the faults are 
neither gross nor many. Perfection in any art is 



* Probably, Southerne and Congrevc, 
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not suddenly obtained : the author of this/ to hit^ 
misfortunet left his country at a time when he was 
to have learned the language. The atory he has 
treated was an accident v^hich happened at Rpaie» 
though he has transferred the scene to England. 
If it shall please God to restore him to me, I may 
perhaps inform him better of the rules of writing ; 
and if I am not partial^ he has already shewn that 
a genius is not wanting to him. All that I can 
reasonably fear is, that the perpetual good success 
of ill plays may make him endeavour to please by 
writing worse, and by accommodating himself to 
the wretched capacity and liking of the present 
audience, from which heaven defend any of my pro- 
geny ! A poet, indeed, must live by the many ; but 
a good poet will make it his business to please the 
few. I will not proceed farther on a subject which 
arraigns so many of the readers. 

For what remains, both my son and I are ex- 
tremely obliged to my dear friend Mr Congreve, 
whose excellent Prologue was one of the greatest 
ornaments of the play. Neither is my Epilogue the 
worst which I have written ; though it seems, at 
the first sight, to expose our young clergy with too 
much freedom. It was on that consideration that 
I had once begun it otherwise, and delivered the 
copy of it to be spoken, in case the first part of it 
had given offence. This I will give you, partly in 
my own justification, and partly too because I think 
it not unworthy of your sight ; only remembering 
you, that the last line connects the sense to the 
ensuing part of it. — Farewell, reader : if you are a 
father, you will forgive me ; if not, you will when 
you are a father. 

Time was, when none could preach without degrees^ 
And seven-jears toil at unirenFitiea; 
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But when the canting saints came once in play, 

The spirit did their business in a day : 

A zealous cobbler, with the gift of tongue, 

If he could pray six hours, micht preach as long. 

Thus^ in the primitive times of poetry, 

The stage to none but men of sense was free ; 

But thanks to your judicious taste, my masters. 

It lies in common, now, to poetasters. 

You set them up, and till you dare condemn, 

The satire lies on you, and not on them. 

When mountebanks their drugs at market cry, 

Is it their fault to sell, or yours to buy ? 

'Tis true, they write with ease, and well they may ; 1 

Fly-blows are gotten every summer's day ; > 

The poet does but buz, and there's a play. J 

Wit's not his business, &c. 
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